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THE TYRANTS OF KOOL-SIM 



CHAPTER I 

COMRADES 

TWO boys were on the shore of the breezy 
Serpentine, engaged in the sailing of a 
toy yacht. They were very much engrossed with 
the behaviour of- the white-sailed little vessel and 
with the imaginary ports which they set her 
rudder to make. 

" There she goes — ripping away for Tangier ! " 
cried the one to the other. "Easy sail! Hallo! 
That wind caught her, and she'll drive along and 
go to pieces on the Riff coast, and her crew will 
be murdered by the Riff pirates ! " They ran 
along the shore to save her from her threatened 
doom. " She's all right. By Jove ! She's making 
out of her own head for Algiers ! " 
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They waited till she raced into that port, when 
one of them caught her bowsprit with his guiding 
stick, and the other took her from the water. 

"It's time for us to go back," said the one 
with the stick, looking at his watch. 

" Come on, then, Will," said the other, " and 
let's talk about your Uncle Tom." 

" All right, Walter. But let's get in among the 
trees, away, from these kids and nursemaids." 

They withdrew from sight of the Serpentine, 
and bore away westward, making for the forest 
depths of Kensington Gardens. 

They were intimate schoolfellows, and this was 
the time of their Easter holidays. The younger, 
Will Malleson, was twelve, and was thought 
small for his age ; the elder, Walter Firebrace, 
was sixteen, and was tall and well grown. Will 
Malleson's " Uncle Tom," it may be readily guessed, 
was that Tom Malleson of whose early adven- 
tures I have written in The White Kaid of the 
Atlas \ but it will not be so readily guessed 
that his father was the " Cousin James " of the 
same book — the selfish and calculating traitor 
who, for the sake of his own liberty, sold Tom 
into the hands of the Berber Kaid, El Madani, 



Comrades 3 

The boys were in no way like each other in 
appearance. Malleson was dark and delicate, with 
a quick, nervous manner ; while Firebrace was 
fair and strong, and was easy and good-natured 
with his comrade. Nor were they very much 
alike in their tastes. Will Malleson was fond of 
learning ; he read everything that came in his 
way, and he had already written an epic in eight 
books — a second ^Eneid worked up from the 
adventures of his Uncle Tom ; while Walter 
Firebrace cared more for games than for books, 
and looked forward to joining the cavalry regi- 
ment of his father, the colonel, in India. But 
they were inseparable friends, and the strong 
bond of friendship between them was their 
common admiration of the character and exploits 
of " Uncle Tom." 

Again and again in playground and dormitory 
had Will Malleson related all he had ever heard 
of his hero — ^heard, it is to be noted, not so 
much from his father as from his Aunt Topsy ; 
how, when first he travelled in Morocco, he had 
saved the dumb dwarf from the fanatical Aisso- 
wieh ; how he had been captured and carried off 
by El Madani ; and how he had found favour 



4 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

with El Madani, had become a soldier under 
him, had fought in the Desert with the Arabs, 
had recovered the castle of Teluet from the 
Sultan's troops, and had rescued his patron El 
Madani from the cruel hands of the Sultan 
himself These things he had told, and more ; 
for his Aunt Topsy, Tom's sister, regularly received 
letters from her brother, and from them she read 
or wrote to her nephew Will all that she thought 
would interest him : his Aunt Topsy was all the 
more kind to him that he had no mother. 

So Walter Firebrace put his arm affectionately 
in Will Malleson's, and together they passed in 
among the trees to enjoy once more their favourite 
excitement of talk about the White Kaid. 

** Look here, Will," said Firebrace very reso- 
lutely, " let's talk about rescuing him ! " 

" Rescuing him ! " exclaimed Will. " What for ? 
Do you think my Uncle Tom needs anybody to 
rescue him, even if he were taken prisoner ? But 
of course he's not a prisoner ! Trust him for 
that ! He could fight any number of Frenchmen ! " 

"Look here, young Malleson," said Walter 
Firebrace, with the confidence of superior height, 
and the reasonableness of comparative middle 
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age, "you must allow me to know more about 
armies and all that than you." Will Malleson 
said nothing, and Firebrace went on : " That being 
granted, let me tell you why I think your Uncle 
Tom must be a prisoner. It's nearly a year 
since your Aunt Topsy heard from him — she 
said so at lunch, didn't she? — and it's just about 
that time since a French expedition — an army,> 
mind you, young 'un, of five or six thousand — 
crossed the Desert after some beastly wild tribe, 
and turned up among the Atlas Mountains." 

"They didn't need to cross the Desert to get 
among the Atlas Mountains from Algiers," said 
Will Malleson, with the conviction of possessing 
more geographical knowledge than his friend. 

" Well," said Walter Firebrace, " I'll allow you 
know more geography than I do. But what does 
that matter? We're talking of a French army 
getting in among the Atlas Mountains, however 
they got there. That's the first thing. The next 
thing is — as your Aunt Topsy told us — that they 
invaded the country of El Madani." 

" I know what you mean, Walter," said Will 
Malleson. " You needn't be so long in saying it. 
The French invaded El Madani's country, and 
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took him and my Uncle Tom prisoner, and I 
suppose Captain Chatrian too. Thank you very 
much, Walter, for not thinking they killed my 
Uncle Tom and every man-jack of them." 

" Don't be a donkey, Will," said Walter. " Do 
you think I don't know that your uncle is a 
brave man and a good soldier? I should think 
you and me agreed about that if we agreed 
about anything. But a brave man may be taken 
unawares, mayn't he? And just remember it's 
not half-a-dozen Frenchmen we're talking about, 
it's half-a-dozen thousand ; and that's something 
of an army." 

"My Uncle Tom," said Will, "defeated the 
Sultan's army almost by himself, and that was 
a bigger army than the French." 

" What a silly, jealous chap you are about 
your uncle ! But I don't mind. I understand 
it by what I feel about my father, the colonel." 

" Your father," said Will, feeling that he was 
laying bare a clear and exact difference, " may 
know about a regiment, but my uncle has been 
in command of armies." 

"At any rate, you can't be expected, young 
'un, to know much about armies," said Walter 
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loftily, " not being brought up to it. But do 
admit there's some diflference between a French 
army, even if it's small, and a crowd of armed 
blackguards like what the Sultan of Morocco 
calls an army." 

Will Malleson was rather fogged and rather 
angry with the discussion. He shook himself 
free of his big companion's arm. 

" Oh," said he, " if you're going to say that my 
uncle has never been a soldier and has never 
done anything at all " 

"Don't be a duffer. Will!" exclaimed Walter, 
catching him by the sleeve. "You know I don't 
mean anything of the sort. But look here, now, 
if your Uncle Tom's all right, why hasn't he 
written to your Aunt Topsy for a year, when he 
used to write every month or so? Can you 
answer that riddle, young 'un?" 

The young 'un" could only answer "that 
riddle " by saying, " Perhaps he's gone back to 
Timbuctoo." 

"Gone to Bath!" exclaimed Walter. "Your 
Uncle Tom's not a fool ! " 

With that apparently generous concession Will 
Malleson was pleased. In his mind he granted 
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at once that his uncle might be a prisoner in 
the hands of the French, and so he returned to 
the beginning of the discussion. 

"Well," said he, "and how would you rescue 
him ? " 

" I wish," said Walter, " my father were there 
with a troop of his Bengal Lancers! They'd 
swish through the Frenchmen," he continued, 
with enthusiasm, " like — like " — he was lost for a 
comparison — "like a thousand of bricks!" 

" But your father isn't there ! " said the downright 
Will, " and I suppose the Government won't send 
him ! " 

" No. Worse luck ! '* exclaimed Walter Firebrace. 
" And your uncle will be lost like Gordon at 
Khartoum. But I say," he continued, "why 
shouldn't some fellow go, like Stanley for Living- 
stone ? By Jove, I wish I could go ! I can just 
imagine myself raising my pith helmet to him 
and saying, *Mr. Tom Malleson, I presume?'" 

Will caught fire at that. 

"Oh, if we could go, Walter!" said he, as if 
he had scarcely breath to utter his desire. 
*' Wouldn't it be ripping! But," he continued, 
dolefully, " I haven't enough money, and I'm sure 
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my father won't give me any! I wonder how 
much it would be to hire a boat — a steam- 
launch, I mean ? " And he glanced with disdain 
at the toy cutter he carried. 

" And what would be the use, young 'un, of a 
boat, if we could hire it ? No, sonny," continued 
the experienced Firebrace, "the proper thing 
would be to take a passage in a big steamer to 
somewhere. Where do you go to for that place 
your uncle is in?" 

" You know ; Tangier or Mogador,'' answered 
the young geographer. 

"Well, then," continued Walter, "we get there, 
and we grow jolly friendly with one of the tribes. 
And when you grow friendly with savage fellows 
of that sort — eat salt with them, smoke the pipe 
of peace, and that kind of thing — they'll go 
anywhere with you and do anything for you. 
Well, we'll do that ; and there we are, don't you 
know." 

"That would be proper, Walter!" exclaimed 
Will Malleson. " But, I say, what about money ? 
I've got a sovereign my Aunt Topsy gave me, 
but that won't do much!" 

" I'll make that all right," said Walter Firebrace, 
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with an air of easy confidence, thrusting his 
hand into his trouser pocket, not to feel the 
money that was there, but as if to make space 
for the vast sum he was about to mention. 
"There won't be time to write to my father, but 
my Aunt Arabella will lend me fifty pounds, I 
know." 

" Will she give you as much as that ? " asked 
Will, with a touch of jealousy in his voice. 

" Oh, more than that, if I want it," said Walter 
with a fine carelessness. "She's going to leave 
me all her money, you know. I should like to 
find out," he said suddenly, after a pause, " what 
your Aunt Topsy is going to do. She's not the 
sort that sits still doing nothing, — your Aunt 
Topsy isn't." And having said that he blushed 
in a very troubled and self-conscious manner. 

For it was the closest secret between them, not 
commonly to be hinted at, save in the dead of 
night and in the dark, that Walter was in love 
with Will's aunt Topsy. She was ten years 
older than Walter ; but what did that matter ? 
He knew he could never love anybody else, and 
he had made up his mind he would take her to 
India with him — when he went there — although 
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he had never yet said a word to her on the 
subject 

" Look here, Walter," said Will, " shall we ask 
her to go with us? Ladies go in for travel and 
adventure now, you know." 

" They must be awfully in the way when fight- 
ing and that sort of thing has got to be done. 
They can load your pistols for you, but they 
can't fight, you know, and they may get killed, 
just as we may get killed." Will turned pale at 
the hint of being killed, and Walter frowned in 
hard thought. " No," he continued at last, " I 
don't think we'll ask her; we won't risk it. But 
let us walk quick ; she'll be waiting for us." 



CHAPTER II 

AUNT TOPSY 

THE boys had been to lunch with Aunt 
Topsy, and they were returning to her to 
take tea. 

Aunt Topsy's (and Uncle Tom's) father and 
mother were both dead, and, while " Cousin James " 
inherited the Malleson business (which should 
have been Tom's if he had stayed at home or 
returned after the memorable meeting with his 
father in Morocco), Topsy had left to her a 
tolerable fortune in money. She was, therefore, 
free to do as she would, and at present she 
lived by herself in a flat overlooking Kensington 
Gardens. 

Aunt Topsy's little drawing-room presented a 
curious appearance for the sanctum of a young 
and elegant lady. It had books on tables, books 
on little shelves, books on chairs, and books on 
the floor ; and the books were not of the kind 
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that ladies are supposed to delight in — novels 
with Mudie's label on the covers and poems 
in pretty bindings — but big solid volumes. If 
you glanced at those set readiest to hand you 
would see that they were almost all works of 
travel and adventure in the north of what is 
slowly ceasing to be "the Dark Continent" — old 
books like The Travels of Mungo Park and 
the journey of Bruce in search of the sources of 
the Nile, and recent books like The Adventures 
of Gerhard Rohlfs in Morocco in the original 
German, the travels of the Italian De Amicis in 
the same country, Travels in the Great Atlas ^ by 
Hooker and Ball, and the works of Sir John 
Drummond Hay, Colonel Col vile. Dr. Leared, 
De La Martinifere, and Thomson. Besides such 
as these there were other books of great size, 
easily to be recognised as atlases. Leaning 
against the wall by the fireplace was the Royal 
Atlas of Keith-Johnston, and lying open on a 
little table was the great German atlas of Stieler. 
Pinned to the wall was a large map which caught 
the eye more than all the pictures. It was a 
French map of the Barbary states — that is, of 
Morocco, Algeria, and Tunis. 
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When the boys entered, they found Aunt Topsy, 
in company with a gentleman, bending over Stieler's 
Atlas, while her stout lady " companion " sat by 
the fire, and watched the kettle singing for tea. 
Topsy Malleson turned to smile on the boys, and 
then resumed her conversation with the gentleman. 

Walter Firebrace thought he had never seen 
her looking so lovely, as she then appeared in 
her tea-gown of orange colour, and he was madly 
jealous of the strange tall gentleman with the 
fierce black eyes, and the big black moustache, 
that swept round almost to his ears. 

"Doesn't he look a beast?" he murmured in 
Will Malleson's ear. 

** How much better," said the gentleman, laying 
his hand on the open atlas, " the Germans do 
these things than we — or the French." And he 
pointed with his thumb at the map on the wall. 

" I wouldn't admit that," said Walter half aloud, 
"even if it were true." 

The strange gentleman turned to the boy with 
an indulgent smile, then glanced at Miss Malleson 
as if he would say, " Who is this ? " 

Aunt Topsy smiled, and answered the look 
with, " If there ever was an English patriot, 
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Captain, it's my young friend, Walter Firebrace. 
Come here, Walter, you foolish boy, and be intro- 
duced to Captain Betterton." 

Walter did not like being called a boy, but he 
went and was introduced. 

" And you too, Will," said Aunt Topsy. " This 
is my nephew Will Malleson, Captain Betterton.' 

" Are you ? " asked Will simply, with delight 
and admiration sparkling in his eye, " the Captain 
Betterton that walked through Afghanistan and 
across into Thibet ? " 

" I am that same person," answered Captain 
Betterton, smiling. 

" Then," said Will, " I know all about you." 

" * Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings ' " 

said the Captain to Miss Malleson. "To be 
known to schoolboys is fame indeed ! " 

" My nephew," laughed Aunt Topsy, " is a 
geographical scholar, and neither he nor his friend 
Walter will thank you for calling them * babes and 
sucklings.' Indeed, Fn sure they feel very grown 
up, and Walter Firebrace hopes to be a cavalry 
officer in a year or two." 

The two boys blushed very red, for schoolboys 
do not like chaff from those who are grown up. 
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" I beg their pardon," said the Captain. " I 
should have remembered what I felt when I was 
a schoolboy myself. Any relation," he asked 
suddenly, laying his hand on Walter's shoulder, 
" of Colonel Firebrace of the Bengal Lancers ? " 

" He's my father, sir," answered Walter. 

" Then, sir," said the Captain, slapping his hand 
with emphasis on the boy's shoulder, " I con- 
gratulate the son of one of the finest officers and 
best comrades in the Indian army." 

At that Walter blushed with delight, and began 
to look with admiration on the dark-haired, 
fierce-eyed soldier. 

" Tea is ready," said the lady companion. 

" Very well, Miss Tubbs," said Miss Malleson ; 
" well sit down." 

And so they all sat down very sociably 
together. 

When he had swallowed a cup of tea. Captain 
Betterton rose and went to the big French map 
pinned to the wall. "O" 

. " I wouldn't trust that map," said he, flicking it 
contemptuously, "except on their own ground. 
The French are so fond of filling in a map from 
hearsay or from imagination. It looks pretty and 
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complete, but it leads astray, and may lead to the 
death of brave men. There, sir, I agree with 
you," he continued, turning to Walter, " English 
maps are good and honest. They don't lie or 
mislead. If we don't know what there is in a 
bit of country, we don't mind leaving it bare in 
our maps. But," said he, turning again to 
Miss Malleson, "we must take a good map with 
us. And, I think, the best way, after all, will be 
to pass through French territory ; it will take less 
time than going by way of Mogador ; besides 
that, if we tried by Mogador, we might not be 
allowed to pass farther than Morocco city. Over- 
land to Marseilles, seventy hours' steam from 
Marseilles to Oran in Algeria, rail again from 
Oran south to the edge of the Desert, I think as 
far as the Shott El Gharb, and at any rate as 
far as El Ghor, and then march south-west along 
the base of the Atlas Mountains — that, it seems 
to me, is the way for us ! " 

The two boys looked at each other with 
shining eyes. There was no mistaking the 
Captain's meaning. He was beforehand with 
them ! He was going to find and rescue " Uncle 

Tom," and was evidently making his arrange- 

2 
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ments, without any thought of them or their 
proposals! And what was Aunt Topsy going 
to do? 

She rose and went also to the French map. 
She looked for and found the point on the 
border of Algeria to which the railway from 
Oran probably extended, and with the span of 
her fingers measured from there to where Teluet 
might be supposed to be ; and then with her 
fingers she again spanned the distance from 
Mogador to that place. " We'd have a much 
longer march," said she, " going by Algeria." 

"Not so very much longer," said Captain 
Betterton ; " and think of the time saved before 
we begin the march." 

Again the boys exchanged sharp glances. 
" We " — always we ! Did that — could that — mean 
that Aunt Topsy was going too? 

" And it would be through an unknown 
country," said Aunt Topsy, tracing with her finger 
the imaginary route from the Algerian border to 
Teluet 

" Unknown to us," said Captain Betterton, " but 
not to the French, who, you may be sure, have 
made themselves respected. And then there 
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must be trade routes that way to Algeria ; and 
where an Arab caravan or a French army can 
oass we can pass. From my experience of these 
things that's my opinion." 

" Oh, I know nothing of it myself/' said Aunt 
Topsy, returning to the tea table, "and I have 
no doubt you are quite right." Then as she sat 
down again a more serious — an anxious — expres- 
sion came on her face and into her tone, and 
she said, "But for any sake. Captain Betterton, 
let us make haste, and let us choose the route 
that will take us there quickest. I have waited 
and put oflf too long. It's nine months since I 
heard from Tom, and more than six since we 
heard of the French fighting El Madani ! " 

" My dear Miss Malleson," said the Captain, 
" nothing will be gained by haste. Festina lente 
is my motto ; you fellows can construe that." 

" Make haste slowly]' answered Will promptly. 

" We must neglect no necessary preparation," 
continued the Captain, " and that takes time. I 
don't think we can be ready before to-morrow 
night, but we may manage to catch the night 
mail to Paris." 

"Oh," laughed Miss Malleson, "I thought 
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you would need a week or a fortnight at 
least." 

" Oh no," answered the Captain ; " I'm not a 
Moor." 

" But I doubt if I can be ready till the day after 
to-morrow myself," said Miss Malleson. 
. " Oh yes you can," said the Captain confidently, 
" ril help you." 

Miss Tubbs had the teapot in her hand. She 
paused with it in the air, and looked in amaze- 
ment on the young lady. 

" Do you mean to say, my dear," she demanded, 
" that you are going ? " 

" Of course I am ! " answered Miss Malleson. 

" What ? Riding over the Desert on camels ? 
to die of thirst ? or to be killed by cannibals ? " 

" Tm not afraid of either camels or cannibals ; 
and I'm going. Miss Tubbs. That's settled beyond 
argument" 

" Then," said Miss Tubbs emphatically, setting . 
down the teapot, " I'll go, too ! " 

The Captain stretched out his legs and laughed. 

" You dear old thing ! " exclaimed Miss Malleson. 
" How can you go ? You've never been out of 
England! You'd die of it I" 
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" I don't care ! " said Miss Tubbs, recklessly 
tugging at her cap-strings. " You sha*n*t go 
without me ! What ! Go without a chaperon ? " 

The Captain laughed again, and Miss Malleson 
blushed. 

" IVe arranged for that, my dear," said she. 
" Miss Strong is going with me." 

" Miss Strong ! Much good she'd be as a 
protection ! Tm going with you, if I should 
walk there!" insisted Miss Tubbs. 

" Well, my dear," said Miss Malleson in a 
soothing voice, "we must talk about it." And 
so they went on with tea. 

Both the boys kept glancing at each other, and 
fidgeting in their chairs. A strong desire was 
growing to a head in each. At length, having 
finished his third piece of cake. Will spoke. 
" Aunt Topsy, can me and Walt go with you ? " 
" You and Walter, you foolish boy ? " cried 
Aunt Topsy. " Why should you go ? " 

"We can help you to find Uncle Tom," 
answered Will, while Walter, gathering up the 
last crumbs of his cake, murmured, " I suppose 
boys can do things sometimes as well as men 
with moustachioa" 
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At that Captain Betterton roared with laughter, 
and Walter frowned and blushed, and added, 
"We wouldn't be any expense, Miss Malleson. 
I'm sure my Aunt Arabella will lend me fifty 
pounds if I ask her." 

" My dear boys," said the perplexed Miss 
Malleson, " it's not the expense ! But — oh, it's 
really too absurd!" 

Then the tears came to Will's eyes. " I'm not 
much, I know, but Walter's nearly as old, and 
I should think as big, as Uncle Tom was when 
first he went to Morocco ! And I don't think 

it's fair. Aunt .'Topsy. We were arranging — 
Walter and me — to go and rescue Uncle Tom 
ourselves, and you're only a minute or two be- 
fore us ! " 

" Oh, you were going to rescue Uncle 
Tom, were you ? This seems serious ! " And 
Aunt Topsy looked in perplexity to Captain 
Betterton. 

" My dear boys," said the Captain in a softer, 
kinder tone than he had yet used — and his 
fierce dark eye shone with a mild light — " this 
is very nice and brave of you ; but I assure you 
it's impossible ! It is indeed ! It's not play. 
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our going to find your Uncle Tom ; it's very 
deadly earnest ! " 

Will wept, though he tried hard to subdue and 
swallow his emotion, but Walter looked upon his 
plate, very stern and resolute. 

"My dear Will," said Aunt Topsy, "what— 
what would your father say? Now, now, don't 
cry, and I'll tell you what we'll do. Your father 
will be in presently to take you home ; we'll ask 
him if he'll let you go Will that do ? " 

Will assented to that, and his aunt gave 
Captain Betterton a look which plainly meant, 
" 1 know his father will refuse." Then she and 
Captain Betterton resumed their talk about 
preparations, in the midst of which Walter Fire- 
brace found opportunity to murmur to his 
comrade, " Cheer up, young 'un ! " and Miss 
Tubbs, feeling doubtless that she and the boys 
were afflicted in the same cause, pressed upon 
them another piece of cake. 

Presently there entered Mr. James Malleson, 
Will's father ; and the whole scheme of the ex- 
pedition was set before him, because in his 
younger days he had travelled a good deal in 
Morocco — as readers of The White Kaid well 



24 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

know. He did not care to express an opinion 
about it. He answered the questions put to him : 
oh yes; the delays by the Mogador route would 
certainly be great ; and, oh yes, it was extremely 
likely they would be stopped at Morocco City 
and turned back. For some reason the Sultan's 
officials had a great repugnance to giving 
strangers permission to penetrate the wild fast- 
nesses of the Atlas Mountains ; and, certainly, 
the other (that by way of Algeria) would prove 
a quicker, but probably a more dangerous 
route. 

" But," he broke out at length — and the bright, 
fierce eye of Captain Betterton was considering 
him all the time—" it appears to me an absurd 
business altogether! What need is there, Topsy, 
to worry about Tom?" 

" How can you say that, James ? '* exclaimed 
Topsy, " when you know I've not had a line from 
him for nearly a year, and when you know he may 
be dead or a prisoner with the French ! " 

" Tom," said James, " was always like a cat ; 
he has nine lives, and he always had a knack of 
falling on his feet." 

"Well, James," said Topsy resolutely, "there's 
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no use arguing. I can't sit still, if you can ; and 
I'm going to-morrow night. And, by the way. 
Will has a question to put to you." 

" Oh," said James, looking at his son, " what 
is that?" 

" Now, Will," said Aunt Topsy. 

" You ask. Aunt Topsy," murmured Will, for he 
was rather afraid of his father. 

" He has been begging me," said Aunt Topsy, 
" to let him and Walter go with us. I have said 
it's impossible, but that he might ask you." 

James frowned, and rose in anger. He was 
very fond and proud of his delicate boy, and he 
did not love his cousin Tom ; for it is a remarkable 
thing that a man like James always hates a person 
he has wronged. 

" I'm surprised at you, Topsy ! This comes of 
the absurd, exaggerated stories you are always 
telling him about Tom. Of course, he can't go 
— certainly not, most certainly ! Now, sir," said 
he, turning to his son, " go and get your hat and 
coat. It's time you came home." 

Will rose with ill-suppressed sobs, and went out 
to get his coat and hat. Walter Firebrace rose 
and followed him. Out in the passage he caught 
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his comrade by the arm. His mouth was set in 
grim resolution. 

" Look here, young *un ! " he whispered fiercely. 
" I don't care ! and don't you ! You come to see 
me at my Aunt Arabella's to-morrow morning 
after breakfast ! " 



CHAPTER III 

THE EXPEDITION SETS OUT 

NEXT morning, after breakfast, when his 
father had gone to the City, Will Malleson 
left home and set off to meet Walter Firebrace 
at the house of his Aunt Arabella in Mayfair. 
Walter was waiting for him. He met him in the 
hall, and dragged him instantly into the street 
again. 

" It*s all right," he said. " Tve got a cheque for 
fifty pounds, and now we'll go and change it." 

" Did your aunt give it you ? " said Will in 
astonishment, and something like jealousy. 

" Of course she did — like winking." 

"What did you say to her?" 

" I gave her a hint that I wanted some money 
— a good deal — for a very serious purpose." 

" What did you say ? " 

" I said, * Look here. Aunt Arabella ; I want fifty 

pounds very badly ; will you lend it me ? ' She 
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asked me what for, and I said I couldn't tell her. 
She said, * Will you assure me on your honour as 
a gentleman that you don*t want it for any low or 
wicked purpose ? ' And I said, * On my honour, 
aunt ' ; and then she gave me a cheque." 

" I wish my father would lend me money like 
that ! " exclaimed Will. 

" I don't think,'* said Walter, " that a man ever 
would. It's only ladies can be such good fellows." 

They journeyed to Coutts* bank in the Strand, 
and Walter drew the money all in sovereigns. He 
begged a bag of the cashier to put the sum in, 
saying aside to Will, "We mustn't spend any of 
it except on the expedition." They went and 
lunched at a pastry-cook's on indigestible apple- 
puflfs and lemonade, and paid for the lunch out of 
their pocket-money. Then Walter declared it 
was necessary they should buy arms, which would 
quite properly be paid for out of the fifty pounds 
in the bag. They bought a revolver each and a 
hundred cartridges in a box. When they had got 
them they felt ready, as Walter said, to " face an 
army of Arab sabres." 

Then they fell to discussing further preparations. 
It was settled that Will should hurry home and 
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get his cricketing suit and a pair of tennis shoes, 
while Walter went to his aunt's and similarly 
equipped himself for encountering the heat of 
the African Desert. 

Will hastened home to Chiswick, and locked 
himself into his room to prepare his baggage. He 
got out his cricketing suit and tennis shoes, and 
then he began to consider for himself that a few 
more things were necessary — a brush and a comb, 
for instance, and a tooth brush, and a pair or two 
of socks. Also, being a geographer, he thought 
it would be well to carry a map ; but, having no 
loose map, and being loth to mutilate his atlas, 
he abandoned that idea. His best pocket-knife, 
however, must go with him ; and likewise a pencil 
and a note-book. Whilst he was about it, more- 
over, he thought he might as well take his old 
pocket-knife without any spring in the back, the 
catapult which he had made for himself in the 
summer, a damaged spy-glass, a big squirt, a 
handful of glass marbles, and a few pieces of 
string for barter with the natives. Some of these 
things he crammed into his pockets, and the rest 
he tied up with his clothing into a parcel ; and 
then, with fear and trembling, and a sinking and 
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sickening of the heart as when you first enter the 
sea to bathe, he slipped out of the house with his 
parcel under his arm, without encountering any 
one. 

But Walter laughed when he saw his comrade's 
baggage, and insisted that the " old rattle-traps," 
as he called them, should be left behind — that is 
to say, the damaged spy-glass, the worthless 
squirt, the marbles, and so forth. 

" They're impedimental' said he, for once ap- 
plying what he had learned of Latin. " A good 
soldier always leaves what he doesn't need 
behind — especially when he's in a hurry. Don't 
you remember Caesar always did ? " 

" Are we going to be in a hurry ? " asked Will. 

"Of course we are," said Walter, cramming 
Will's things with his own into a Gladstone 
bag. 

" And what are we going to do, Walter ? " 
asked Will ; for when talk had to end and action 
to begin he surrendered himself to Walter. 

" Wait till I've done this and I'll tell you," said 
Walter. When the packing was done he explained 
his plans. " My aunt's out making calls, and I'm 
going to leave this note for her, saying we've gone 
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away for a few days, and asking her not to worry, 
and asking her, too, to let your father know. Then 
we go off and catch the same train as your Aunt 
Topsy is going to take." 

" And meet her at the station ? " asked Will. 
" No fear. We'll go as far as we can without 
letting them know we are going with them, or 
else that beast with the moustachios will pack 
us home at once. We must get so far without 
their knowing it that they can't send us back." 
" But what if they see us ? " 
" I've arranged for that," said Walter. " I'm 
going to disguise myself with this moustache. 
I bought it at the little German hairdresser's. 
Isn't it spiffing? But I don't quite know how 
to disguise you. You see, you're too little to 
wear a moustache or whiskers. I think you'd 
better just keep your handkerchief to your face, 
as if you had a toothache." 
"What? All the time?" 

"No, silly. Only if we should be near your 
Aunt Topsy or the beast with the moustachios." 
"And where shall we take our tickets to?" 
" I think," said Walter, with a doubtful eye 
on his comrade, "when we get to Charing Cross 
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we had better ask for through tickets to the 
Desert, and have done with it. Don't you think 
so? A through ticket anywhere is usually 
cheaper." 

" But don't you remember," said Will, " that 
Captain Betterton wasn't sure that there's a 
railway right through to the Desert? If the 
man at the booking office at Charing Cross says 
he can't book through to the Desert, what shall 
we say ? " 

" Hanged if I know ! " answered Walter. " Shall 
we say * Algeria * ? " 

" Algeria's a country, not a station," said Will, 
with a superior smile. 

" Dash it, young 'un ! You know I'm a duffer 
at geography. What shall we say?" 

" I don't know," answered Will. " I only know 
what places we must pass — Dover, Calais, Paris, 
Marseilles, and then steamer, Captain Betterton 
said, to Oran, on the coast of Algeria." 

" I knew," said Walter, " * Algeria ' came in 
somewhere. Well, we'd better ask for tickets for 
as far as we can." 

That being settled, Walter said they must 
make haste and have "a good, whacking tea" 
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before his aunt should return. He went in 
search of the butler, and proffered the request 
that himself and his friend might have their 
legitimate hunger appeased. 

" Yes, Master Walter," said the butler. " Some 
nice bread and butter and cake?" 

" We don't like shavings of bread and butter, 
Thompson," said Walter ; " so perhaps you might 
just bring us the loaf, and well help ourselves." 

" Yes, sir," said Thompson. 

"And, Thompson, if there's any potted meat, 
and sardines, and jam, you might put them on 
the table; we'd hardly any lunch." 

" Sorry for that sir," said Thompson. " Going 
without food don't do growing young gentlemen 
no good. There's a lovely cut of roast beef; 
would you like that up, sir?" 

" That'll do first-rate, Thompson," said he. 
Then turning to his comrade, when Thompson 
was gone, he said, ** You don't see how crafty 
I am. I wanted all those things and the loaf on 
the table to make sandwiches ; for we don't know 
when we shall get a good meal, and I'm always 
beastly hungry on a night journey." 

They made a sufficient tea, and cut sandwiches 

3 
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for their journey — insomuch that Thompson, 
he came to clear the table, must have consid< 
the complete disappearance of the huge loaf and 
the serious inroad upon the beef with an eye of 
amazement — and then with their Gladstone 
they stole from the house and made their 
into Piccadilly. Arrived in that thorough! 
Walter took a hansom to Charing Cross stal 

"I think," said Will, who had a 
business faculty, derived probably from his fal 
" a half-ticket will do for me. Fm small, you 
and I always do travel half-price with my 
Shall we try?" 

" Of course we can try," said Walter. 

Arrived at Charing Cross, they discovered 
they had a long time to wait, for the night 
did not leave till a quarter past eight. Wall 
retired into a dark corner of a waiting-room 
Stick his disguise upon his lip, and then walked^: 
out upon the busy space before Mr. Smith's 
bookstall to challenge recognition and to play 
the man. 

" We'll watch for their coming," said he to 
Will Malleson, " and see if they'll know me. I 
wager they won't You'd better dodge behind 
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me when they come ; they'd be sure to spot 
you." 

They hung about — and Will read all the titles 
of Mr. Smith's books — till the ticket office was 
open, but neither Aunt Topsy nor " the beast with 
the moustachios" was yet to be seen. Walter, 
attended by Will, went to the ticket office. 

" One and a half, second," said he confidently, 
"to Oranr 

" To where ? " demanded the clerk. 

" Say Marseilles^'' whispered Will in a nervous 
fluster. 

" I mean Marseilles^* said Walter. 

He was prepared to have his demand disputed, 
but it was not ; and he put down the money and 
took up the tickets, with the satisfaction that now 
they were truly embarked on their expedition. 
The clerk asked him if he did not wish to have 
some French money ; but he said, " No, thank 
you "• (thinking the clerk might try to cheat 
him), and turned away. 

But anxiety awaited the boys on the platform, 
and mounted on their backs, like the Black Care 
which the hated Latin author says sits behind 
the horseman. They looked around, but there 
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was no sign of either Aunt Topsy or Captain 
Betterton. They waited until they feared to wait 
any longer — until, that is, the hand of the illumi- 
nated platform clock pointed to ten minutes past 
eight — and still there was no sign. 

" Perhaps," said Walter, " they'll come dashing 
in just at the last minute ; some people always 
do that." 

They themselves showed their tickets (the ticket- 
inspector looked at them hard and made them 
quail a little), and passed on to the inner platform 
to take their seats. Suddenly Will Malleson 
stopped. 

" What if we should be in our seats," said he, 
"and they should plump in upon us at the last 
moment ? " 

"By Jove!" exclaimed Walter. "That would 
be a sell ! " 

They therefore refrained from entering a 
carriage, but hopped anxiously about, till the 
guard, with a voice of stern command, cried, 
Take your seats, please, gentlemen," pushed 
them into a compartment, and locked the door. 
Walter thrust his head out of window to watch 
tlie last arrivals ; but he saw no Aunt Topsy, 
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no " beast with moustachios," and the bell rang, 
the whistle blew, and the train steamed out with 
loud snorts, and they were on their way to the 
Desert 

" I say ; look here ! " exclaimed Walter, his 
eyes wide with alarm. *' Suppose weVe missed 
them, and never catch up with them ! They're 
not in this train ; that Til swear ! Can they have 
gone another way?" 

Will did not answer, because he did not know ; 

though he was a geographer, he had not learned 

the intricacies of railway 'travelling. They said 

little to each other during the two hours' run to 

Dover; for their expedition was proving already 

to be less charming and romantic than it had 

promised to be to their lively young imaginations. 

It was dark, they were sleepy, and they were 

journeying alone and clandestinely into the 

unknown, like tame beasts escaped into the 

wilderness ; would they ever get back again ? 

They tried to comfort themselves with eating 

sandwiches, but that did not avail them much 

*or consolation, in a cold, friendless world, that 

<iid not seem to care two straws where you were 

going. 
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At length Dover was reached, and they were 
hurried on board the steamer. In dashing down 
the gangway they almost ran into the arms of 
a party of three which had just descended. A 
glance was enough to show them that the party 
consisted of Miss Malleson and Miss Tubbs, and 
" the beast with the moustachios ! " Half afraid 
and half delighted, they turned quickly away, and 
in the bustle of the moment managed to evade 
notice. 

" It*s just like conjuring ! " exclaimed Walter 
to Will. " How did they get here ? Fm sure 
they weren't in our train ! " 

They arrived at the explanation a little later 
in questioning one of the men of the steamboat. 
They had come by the South Eastern Railway, 
while the others must have travelled by the 
Chatham and Dover. 

Though they did not make themselves known 
to Miss Malleson's party, they were more than 
comforted, they were rejoiced, by the conscious- 
ness of being near them ; but they took care to 
keep well in the dark out of their way. When 
they arrived at Calais, they found it was not 
difficult to escape discovery by their friends ; 
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for it is always pretty easy to avoid discovery 
by people who are not looking for you. They 
allowed the party of three to go first, and then 
they followed with their eye on them, and when 
the party was seated in the train, they jumped 
into another compartment. 

In that way they travelled through the night 
to Paris, and across Paris to the station for the 
south (where both parties contrived to get some- 
thing to eat and drink in the early morning), and 
then away on all through the day into the south 
of France, getting hotter and hotter, and hungrier 
and thirstier, as they advanced, until Marseilles 
was reached about midnight. Arrived there, 
they were uncertain how next to proceed ; but 
they had agreed that they could hardly go wrong 
if they followed Miss Malleson's party. And that 
they did, though with difficulty, for the vehicle 
which Captain Betterton hired drove away into 
the darkness before the boys could make any 
arrangement of their own to follow it. 

" We must hurry on behind, or we'll lose them ! " 
cried Walter. " Come on. Will, old chap ! " he 
urged. " We can't give up now ! " 

Will was dropping with want of sleep and 
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want of food, though he was not leg-weary, so 
Walter, swinging the Gladstone bag in his right 
hand, gave the other to his comrade, and they 
set off at a run after the vehicle. 

"All right, Walter," said Will cheerfully; 
"we'll catch them up." 

Fortunately the vehicle — a closed calash — 
was not driven very rapidly. They overtook it, 
and hooking the Gladstone bag on one of the 
spikes of the cross-bar at its back, they clung 
there, and trotted on without much difficulty. 
By-and-by, as they ran, they saw on one side 
the masts and the funnels of ships, and still the 
carriage rattled over the pavement Suddenly a 
strange creature shot to the side of the boys, 
and clung also to the back cross-bar. He 
seemed a man, and yet he was like no man 
they had ever seen before. He was tall and 
thin — wonderfully thin — his black legs and 
arms were bare, and he was clothed in a 
dirty-white garment like a shirt tied about his 
middle with a string. But the most fearsome 
thing about him was his fierce, gleaming black 
eyes, set in a dark face like a goat's, and his head 
buried in a big white turban. The boys looked 
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on this apparition in wonder and fear. Could it 
be that they were already in Africa? It could 
not be, and yet, there beside them, glaring on 
them, was certainly a native of Africa — an Arab, 
if the pictures they had seen at home told the 
truth ! And still they ran on, clutching the 
cross-bar, and gazing on each other as if 
fascinated. The Arab laid his hand on the 
Gladstone bag ; but Walter Firebrace was pre- 
pared for that, and with both hands kept the 
handles bound to the cross-bar. The Arab 
tugged, but Walter was not a weakling, and he 
had a stout hold. Then the Arab grinned and 
showed his teeth, and a knife flashed in his right 
hand, and before Will Malleson knew how it 
happened, Walter and the Arab were rolling on 
the road with the Gladstone bag between them, 
while other Arab figures were silently flying up 
out of the darkness. 

"Aunt Topsy! Aunt Topsy!" yelled Will, 
dashing forward to the door of the carriage. 
"Stop! Walter will be killed! Oh, he'll be 
killed!" 



CHAPTER IV 

THE BOYS ARE ASTONISHED 

THE carriage was stopped, and Miss 
Malleson looked out. She peered into 
the boy's face. 

" Good gracious ! " ' she cried. " It*s Will ! 
How do you come here? And what do you 
mean by crying, * Walter will be killed ' ? " 

But Captain Betterton had already jumped 
out on the other side, and run round to Will, 
ready for action. 

" Where ? " was all he said. 

Will pointed, and Captain Betterton ran shout- 
ing in a great voice which sounded like the roar 
of a lion. Hearing it, all Walter Firebrace's 
assailants took flight like scared birds, so that 
by the time Captain Betterton reached the boy's 
side the boy was alone. But he lay still, so 
still, that by a less experienced man than the 

Captain he might have been thought to be dead ; 

4a 
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but he still clung tightly to the Gladstone bag. . 
The Captain smiled as he looked close at the 
boy to recognise him ; for the insignificant dis- 
guise which Walter had assumed was peeling off 
his lip. 

"Dear me!" he said to himself. "The mad/ 
unaccountable things that boys will do!" And 
then, " Poor lad ! " he murmured, and lifting boy 
and Gladstone bag together in his strong arms 
he hurried back to the carriage. 

" Oh, riot dead, surely ! " cried Aunt Topsy. 

" No," answered Captain Betterton ; " but he 
has been knocked about a good deal." And he 
put his pocket-flask to the boy's mouth, and made 
him swallow some brandy. " Drive on ! " he said 
in French to the driver of the vehicle. 

" Ah," exclaimed the sympathetic Frenchman 
who had seen all that had passed, ^^ ces cochons 
dHndiginesV^ ("these pigs of natives!") For so 
the Marseillais speak of the Arabs from Algeria 
who have settled down in a quarter of the city 
close to one of the famous quays of the harbour. 

Though it takes some time to set down and to 
ready the whole interruption had taken little or 
no time to pass — no more than a few seconds — 
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and the driver whipped up his horse, which 
evidently was of opinion that it had enjoyed an 
altogether insufficient rest, and in a minute or two 
more they drew up at the door of an hotel. 

The driver jumped from his seat, and rang the 
bell, for it was past midnight. Almost immediately 
the door was opened, and the travellers were ad- 
mitted. Walter was by that time returning to 
consciousness, but Captain Betterton carried him 
in as if he were a baby ; and then washed and 
bound up his bleeding head and bleeding hands- 
Walter opened his eyes and murmured, " 1*11 
never call him the beast with the moustachios 
again f " 

With very little delay Walter was put to bed, 
and then the rest sat down to the supper which 
was prepared for them ; for Captain Betterton, 
like a thoughtful traveller, had telegraphed to the 
hotel from Paris. Then Will was asked by his 
aunt to explain how he and his school-fellow 
came to be so very far from home. Will con- 
sidered with anxiety Aunt Topsy*s countenance. 
It did not seem to him very reassuring. 

" Don't send us back. Aunt Topsy ! " he cried. 
" We've come to find Uncle Tom, too ! " 
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By judicious questioning AuntTopsy and Captain 
Betterton got the whole story out of him ; and 
then said the Captain, " It's very late. I think we 

had better leave the discussion of what's to be 
done till the momin^y." 

In the morning Walter Firebrace was well 

enough to appear at second breakfast, or dejeuner. 

Both he and Will were very silent and anxious, 

for they had been closeted together all the morning, 

and had amply discussed what was likely to happen 

to them. Would Aunt Topsy and Captain Betterton 

be kind and friendly, or not ? Would they let them 

go on, or would they send them home? Walter 

had said little, but at the hint of having to return, 

with the marks of failure and defeat upon him, he 

had looked glum and determined. 

When they sat down to ddjeufier he presented 
a wretched appearance. His head was bound up, 
and so were his hands, for they had got gashed 
by the Arab's knife. 

" I think I had better cut up your food for 
you," said Aunt Topsy. 

" Please, Miss Malleson," said he. 
" You have had what we may call your baptism 
of battle, young 'un," said Captain Betterton. " Do 
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you know," he asked, with a twinkle of his black 
eye, " what we do in war with our wounded ? We 
send them to the rear, or send them home." 

" Not, sir," Walter answered up, " if it's a flying 
expedition ; then you carry your wounded with 
you — don't you, sir?" 

"That's well said," replied the Captain, with a 
roar of laughter. " Well, Miss Malleson," he con- 
tinued, " what's to be done with these youngsters ? " 

The boys were sharp enough to guess from the 
careless look of intelligence which Aunt Topsy 
and the Captain exchanged that it had been 
argued and settled what was to be done with 
them, and they looked more doleful than ever ; 
for, if their fate was already arranged, where was 
the use of trying either tears, or coaxings, or 
persuasion ? Will Malleson tried to look resigned, 
but Walter Firebrace looked glummer and more 
obstinate than ever. 

" It's of no consequence, thank you," said he 
loftily, " bothering about us. If it's not convenient 
for us to go on with you, we'll go on by ourselves ; 
we've got plenty of money, and we'll find our way." 

Again Captain Betterton roared with laughter, 
and Walter frowned and blushed. 
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" How much money have you ? " asked the 
Captain. 

"We started with fifty pounds," answered 
Walter. 

" But you don't know how much you have left ? " 

« No." 

"Suppose you had none left?" Walter looked 
up in quick surprise. " Suppose," continued 
Captain Betterton, " that the Arab with the knife 
had carried off your bag. I suppose your money 
was in your Gladstone bag?" 

"Yes," answered Walter. 

" Suppose, then, that you had lost your nioney 
and your bag, and been left bleeding at midnight 
in the streets of Marseilles ; what would you have 
done then?" Walter hung his head, and made 
no answer. " I admire," continued the Captain, 
** honesty, and pluck, and perseverance both in 
men and in boys, but I hate idiocy ; and I think 
you two have behaved like a pair of idiots." The 
two boys looked at him in amazement and some- 
thing like fear ; the Captain's eyes had an ex- 
pression of fierce command which made them 
quail. "When a proper traveller prepares for an 
expedition, he reckons up everything that may 
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happen and counts the cost, and when a good 
general marches out to fight a battle he arranges 
everything in case of defeat ; that's foresight. 
Now you fellows had no foresight. You reckoned 
up nothing. Til be bound you didn't even know 
how much your tickets to Marseilles would be." 

" I thought of saving something by getting a 
half-ticket," said Will, looking up with a bright 
smile, expectant of approval. 

" And so of defrauding the railway companies," 
said Captain Betterton ; " so that you haven't even, 
as I thought you had, been honest." Will hung 
his head convicted, and Walter blushed. "You 
simply got your fifty pounds and plunged into 
the adventure, like a pair of fools, without the 
least idea how far your fifty pounds would take 
you. Now I won't scold you any more," said the 
Captain, softening a little upon seeing evident 
signs of distress upon the countenances of the 
boys ; " but just consider some of the things you 
have to think of for an expedition of this sort: 
proper clothing" — the Captain ticked the items 
off on his fingers — "medicines in case you may 
be taken ill, arms to protect yourself, instruments 
to take observations if you go through a bit of 
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country that's little known, so that you may add 
something to our knowledge of geography, presents 
for chiefs or sheikhs of tribes, money to buy rail- 
way and steamboat tickets and food and lodging, 
money to hire men and beasts, more money. to 
leave at a bank or with some trusty friend on 
the route in case you should be robbed, and still 
more money in case your expedition should cost 
more than you reckon at first. Now how much 
do you think fifty pounds would do of all these 

things?" 

** Not much," answered Walter, looking up with 

a humble look. " We'd better go home. Will ; 

we've been a pair of fools. At least I've been 

a fool ; it has been my fault. I'm very sorry, 

sir," he said to the Captain. " It's a pity we 

didn't take return tickets." 

The Captain laughed again. 

" Well, sir, no," said he. '* Now that you are 
here, I've a great mind to let you go through 
with it, so that you may see what it's like." 

" Oh, will you ? " cried the boys together. 
" That is good of you I " 

"Not quite so fast," said the Captain. "You 
won't think me so good perhaps when you know 

4 
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all about it. Miss Malleson has put me in com** 

mand of this expedition, but I haven't decidecf 

this without her approval ; you understand me= 

I have decided to let you go, not so much out 

of any kind feeling to you, as because I can'i 

very well do anything else without wasting time. 

You," said he to Walter, " can't set off home at 

once with these warlike wounds on your head 

and your hands ; you'll have to stay here two or 

three days to let them heal, and you can't stay 

by yourselves." (Walter was careful not to say 

chat they could.) " The steamer for Africa sails 

to-night, and there isn't another for a week. We 

can't afford to lose a week, so I have decided 

that you must go with us. Butl' he continued, 

holding up a finger to subdue the elation in 

their eyes, " understand that this is not a holiday 

excursion. It may be a change for you — a very 

remarkable change — but it won't be a holiday. 

You'll have to count as two men, or, at least," 

he added, with a smile, "as a man and a half 

and to be completely under my orders. The 

first things I shall make you do are "—he marked 

the things off on his fingers : it was a habit o1 

his — " practise shooting at a mark with a revolvei 
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under my direction half an hour every day, 
practise fencing with foils under my direction 
for an hour every day, and learn Arabic from 
me four hours every day. And we begin these 
lessons this very day." The countenances of the 
boys saddened a little at the prospect of 
" lessons " ; but the Captain continued, " I ex- 
pect we shall be in the Desert in a week, and if 
in that time you haven't learnt a good deal of 
what I shall teach you, then I shall wish I hadn't 
taken you with us ; you will be of no use to me, 
and you will never grow up to be travellers or 
explorers." 

Walter and Will exchanged looks, and Walter 
nodded to signify that Will should speak. 

" We're much obliged to you. Captain Betterton," 
said Will, trying hard to speak as if he were 
grown up, "and we'll do our very best to learn 
what you teach us ; because," he continued, 
dropping with interest into the boy's point of 
view and style of speech, " if we don't, we'll be 
duffers, won't we?" 

" Certainly," said the Captain. " Very well ; 
that's a settled bargain." 

So that very day the boys began receiving 
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instruction, fencing being for once omitted, because 
Walter Firebrace could not manage a foil with 
his damaged hand. 

That night they set sail in the steamship 
KUber\ and on the third day they entered the 
Bay of Oran, and Africa lay before their wonder- 
ing eyes. It was not the kind of Africa the boys 
had expected to see. Forests covered the dis- 
tant mountains, while snow glistened on more 
distant mountains still ; the yellow sand made 
for the blue sea a bed of powdered gold ; and 
the sun fell in torrents of fire upon the white 
houses of the little town. And then the hot 
wind, the wind of Africa, brought to the nostrils 
odours strange and perplexing to northern senses. 
But certainly it was Africa before them, and the 
boys dreamt that night of ostriches and camels, 
of gazelles and elephants, of gorillas and negroes, 
and they saw visions of Arabs galloping in the 
wind, fluttering and flying and passing like 
flags. 



CHAPTER V 

AN ALGERIAN ENGLISHMAN 

SEVEN days later a company of persons in 
Arab dress descended from the train at 
tlie terminus station of that railway line which 
runs from Oran to the Moorish border, and which 
is being pushed steadily towards the valley of 
tlie Moulouya River. Let my readers take a 
good map of North- West Africa, find the River 
Moulouya, and then continue to note the points 
of this journey ; for to read either adventure, or 
travel, or history, without the help of a map is 
both task and pleasure half wasted. The French 
unswervingly keep before them the hope of 
adding Morocco to their North African posses- 
sions, and as a first step to that end they desire 
to bring the border line of Algeria up to the 
Moulouya. Nothing in these days so com- 
pletely assures possession of a barbarous country 
as a railway driven through it, and therefore the 

S3 



54 T^f^ Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

French gradually push forward mile by mile 
that railway line by which the company of persons 
in Arab dress have travelled from Oran. 

The company numbered six ; and in spite of 
their Arab dress they were to be recognised as 
the Malleson party, plus a stranger. There was 
Miss Malleson, dressed like an Arab lady, save 
that she wore no veil, and the stout Miss Tubbs 
dressed likewise ; there was Captain Betterton, 
looking dark enough and fierce enough to be 
taken for an Arab sheikh ; there were the two 
boys, Walter Firebrace, looking brown and well, 
and almost as tall as Captain Betterton himself 
(at the Captain's dictation he had abandoned his 
pet disguise of a very frizzy moustache), and Will 
Malleson, looking no other than he was always, 
an alert and intelligent boy, with the features and 
complexion of an Arab of good birth ; so that the 
two might very well pass for sons of the sheikh- 
The sixth person was a fat Frenchman who knew 
these regions (he had travelled them as conjurer 
and ventriloquist), and who had been engaged by 
Captain Betterton as cook and general servant. 
His name was Monsieur Gogny, but he desired 
to be known as Abd-el-Kader. 
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The party was several days late because Captain 
Betterton had been delayed by business. At Oran 
he had interviewed the Governor to make known 
his purpose in travelling across Algeria, and to 
receive permission to visit any military posts, and 
authority to demand the release of Tom Malleson 
if he should be found in the hands of the French. 
The last request the Governor of Oran said it was 
not within his power to grant, and therefore to gain 
it Captain Betterton travelled to Algiers to appeal 
to the Governor-General. From that great 
official the Captain half expected he might hear 
news of Tom — news, perhaps, of his capture or 
of his death — but the great man declared he had 
never heard of Monsieur Malleson, or of any 
Knglishman whatever in the recent expedition of 
French arms towards the Great Atlas. He was ac- 
quainted, however, with the reputation of Captain 
Betterton as a daring traveller and explorer, and 
he was willing to oblige him to the extent of 
his power. Therefore, he gave him a document 
authorising the release of Monsieur Malleson if 
he should be found in the hands of the French. 

With that paper in his bosom Captain Betterton 
now descended with his party at the border- station 
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of Bordj-Berghash. With Abd-el-Kader and the 
boys he saw all the baggage out of the train, 
and then they turned to look around them. The 
ugly, sordid contrast between all that the railway 
— all that is called " civilisation " — had brought, 
and the primitive condition of the country was not 
agreeable. There were a tin — or rather " corru- 
gated iron " — station-shed, roofed with ready-made 
boards from Norway — and a little way off a military 
post consisting of tin — or rather " corrugated iron " 
— huts, roofed with ready-made boards from 
Norway, while, grouped about the " post," were 
more tin huts and a tin caf^. Over the " post '* 
floated the flag of the French Republic — the 
tricolor— djid on the forehead of the caf^ flared 
a pink signboard bearing the inscription, "Le 
Grand H6tel d'Afrique." In the shadow of 
the station-shed were some half-dozen men in big 
straw hats and white linen coats, who smoked 
cigarettes and looked upon the new-comers with 
melancholy curiosity, while in front of the caf^y 
or Grand H6tel, were to be seen other men also 
smoking cigarettes and drinking bocks. That was 
how French civilisation was represented. 

" Ah ! " said M*sieu Gogny- Abd-el-kader, who 
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was something of a wit and philosopher — " it is 

so like my dear countrymen — ces chers Fran(^ais ! 

They come here ; they sit them down, and desire 

the boulevards ; they swedir^-nom de noms ! how 

thty swear ! — at ces cochons d'indigknes ; they drink 

the bocks, or the wine of the country ; and they 

do— nossing — NOSSING ! Ah I if they only had the 

head straight and cool ? " 

Captain Betterton was the more disposed to 
agree with him, as he looked round and saw how 
little French influence had touched the cultivation. 
Around were primeval forest and pasture, which 
had probably been little broken even in the distant 
days when the Romans drew great supplies of grain 
from Numidia and Mauritania. Far away to the 
south, on the threshold of what is called the Little 
Desert, the sand humped itself up under the clear 
sky into tawny bosses — as softly tawny as if they 
were covered with lion-skins sewn together — while 
here and there a greater height stood up looking 
rough and yellow like the back of a camel. 
Scattered upon these bosses and humps were 
boat-shaped Arab tents ("black as the tents of 
Kedar"), which appeared to cling to the ground 
as limpets cling to the rocks of the seashore. 
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" I suppose," said Captain Betterton to Miss 
Malleson, with a smile, " we had better see what 
sort of accommodation The Grand Hotel of Africa 
has to give." 

They set out to walk there. As they passed 
the station-shed one of the loungers — one taller 
than the rest, and, unlike the rest, smoking a 
briar-root pipe and wearing a big beard — came 
forward, and lifting his hat to Miss Malleson, 
addressed Captain Betterton. 

"Betterton?" said he, in English. "Or, am I 
mistaken ? Surely it's Betterton ! " 

" Yes," said the Captain, stopping and searching 
the face of the man with an eager look ; " my 
name is Betterton ; but I don't remember you. 
Wait a minute. Can it be Lightfoot, of the 
Bombay Native Infantry?" 

" Lightfoot it is," said the Englishman, smiling. I 
" I spotted you at once. That's very much the | 
same dress as I saw you set out from Suez in 
when you were going to cross Arabia. Not 
another expedition, surely?" he asked, looking 
round upon the company, and glancing back to . 
the pile of baggage which Abd-el-Kader remained 
in charge of. 
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" Yes," answered Captain Betterton, " another 
expedition. But what are you doing here ? " 

" I am a colonist," answered Lightfoot, smiling 

again. ** I sickened of doing nothing in India. 

I caine here, and saw some service with the 

Spahis. I like the country. The liking got into 

my blood, I suppose, and I have settled down to 

grow grapes and make wine ; and I have got into 

the French habit of visiting the caf^ in the 

afternoon. My house is up yonder behind the 

trees, and I shall be pleased if you will be my 

guests" — and again he took off his hat to the 

ladies — ^**till you go on your way. You'd get 

very doubtful accommodation, you know, at The 

Grand Hotel of Africa^ And he laughed. 

Miss Malleson was introduced, and Mr. Light- 
foot's offer of hospitality was thankfully accepted. 
He had a light mule-waggon waiting for him at 
The Grand Hotel of Africa^ and in that Miss 
Malleson and Miss Tubbs were sent forward 
driven by an Arab servant. 

"And are these," asked Mr. Lightfoot, smiling 
on the boys, " members of your expedition, too ? 
They are young — aren't they ? — to be part of any 
expedition that isn't a holiday excursion." 
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" I am sixteen," said Walter Firebrace. " Tin 
over twelve," said Will Malleson ; but still Mr 
Lightfoot smiled. He was evidently not impressed 
seriously by their mention of their age. 

" They are my pupils," said Captain Betterton ; 
"you shall hear presently how that came about 
And — yes — they are going with me. They can 
both fence a little, and shoot with the revolver, 
and they are learning Arabic. We did our day's 
task in the train ; we never miss a day, and we 
don't mean to." And the boys looked sad 
"But," said the Captain, stopping abruptly, "I 
had better see the Commandant of the military 
post, and show him my permission to travel here, 
before we go to your house." 

" Better let him come and see you. Take my 
advice," said Lightfoot, with a serious face. " I 
will send word to him that you are with me." 

So they went on together to Mr. Lightfoot's 
house on the hillside. They climbed by a steep, 
stony path, which Lightfoot carefully explained 
was not the roadway, and suddenly among the 
trees a white house appeared. It was not of tin 
— or "corrugated iron " — like the huts and shanties 
down by the station. It was solidly built of what 
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he Moors call tabia^ and we call concrete. It 
lad even something of the appearance of a fort, 
vith its severe straightness of walls and its want 
rf windows showing without. But when they 
Altered through a deep gateway they found them- 
selves in a square courtyard, upon which opened 
doors and windows and gay galleries or balconies. 
"You surely haven't built all this yourself?" 
asked Captain Betterton, looking round with a 
considering eye. 

" Oh no," answered Lightfoot " I've built 
none of it. It was here when I first knew the 
country, and that was long before the railway 
came as far, and before the military station was 
established. The people about here say it be- 
longed to a Kabyle or Berber chief, and it has 
certainly stood a savage siege or two in its time ; 
and it may have to stand another." 

" What do you mean ? " said Captain Betterton, 

with a sudden touch of suspicion in his tone and 
\ 
\ look. 

Lightfoot did not look at the Captain in making 
answer, — in a low, hurried voice and nervous 
manner, — "We'll talk about it presently. Let's 
get in and have some tea first." 
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" By all means," said Captain Betterton briskly. 
" And let us get tea over as speedily as possible.** 

Tea was served in English fashion in a room ' 
adorned in the Moorish style — with inlaid, or em- ] 
bossed, patterns in the plaster walls, that is to ^ 
say — and painted a soft tint of green. The room j 
was not furnished with tables and chairs, but only 3 
with rugs and cushions, and a few Moorish tea- 
stools, upon which the company for the most part 
chose to sit. An Arab servant, who spoke a little 
bad French, and who was clothed in little else than 
what seemed a long shirt with a red cord about 
his middle, brought in the tea, and handed the 
cups round to the whole party. Miss Malleson 
and Miss Tubbs having by that time joined it 

" Now," said Captain Betterton, when the servant 
had withdrawn, " you might as well tell us at once 
the meaning of what you said to me a minute j 
or two ago. I have, I believe, a good ear for a ! 
danger-signal, and when you said * It (meaning ' 
this house) may have to stand another siege,' I : 
plainly heard * Danger ! * in your tone, — and 
immediate danger, too. Am 1 right?" 

" Oh, time enough to talk of that, Betterton/* 
said Lightfoot, glancing uneasily at the women ' 
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and the boys, "when we're alone. It's only a 
story I have to tell you." 

" I quite see what you would be at, Lightfoot," 

said the Captain; "but there is no need to keep 

it bet^veen ourselves. If there is danger we must 

all know it, for it will be the concern of us all. 

As for Miss Malleson, let me tell you this is 

really her expedition, though she has asked me 

to take charge of it ; and as for these boys, they 

are, as I told you, my pupils, and one of them " 

— ^he added, with a smile — " has been in the hands 

of the Ai:abs already." 

At that Walter Firebrace identified himself by 
blushing violently ; but Mr. Lightfoot was too 
deeply occupied with his own thoughts to take 
note of Walter's blushes. 

" Well," said he, " perhaps, Betterton, it will be 
wise to tell you at once. I think you ought to 
know it before the French Commandant comes." 
" Know what ? " said Captain Betterton lightly. 
"Something very terrible." 
i " Something far from agreeable," said Lightfoot. 

j "You've walked into a hornets' nest. Captain, in 
\ coming here. You saw the Governor at Oran, of 
\ course ? " 
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** Certainly," said Captain Betterton ; " and I 
have his permit to travel in my pocket." 

" And he said nothing of danger in coming 
here ? " 

" Nothing. Perhaps he didn't know of any." 

" He must have known. Let me tell you. Two 

days ago there came in here from the mountains a 
fugitive, all tattered and torn. He was hardly to 
be recognised as a soldier. But that's what he 
was : an Arab Spahi — the only survivor of the 
expedition that left this place last summer for the 
Atlas Mountains. He reported that the whole 
force had been annihilated, completely chawed 
up!" 

" Except himself," said Betterton. 

" Except himself," said Lightfoot. " And that a 
horde of the hill tribes are on the march to attack 
this post." 

" Then," said Aunt Topsy, " Tom is either dead, 
or a prisoner among these hill tribes ! " 

" Oh dear ! dear ! '* exclaimed Miss Tubbs. 

Mr. Lightfoot looked puzzled ; he did not under- 
stand what the ladies meant. 

" One moment, Miss Malleson," said Captain 
Betterton. " You think, then, Lightfoot," said he 
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turning to their host, " that the Governor at Oran 
must have known all that ? " 

" Fm sure he did," answered Lightfoot. " He 
must have been informed of the whole thing. 
Besides, I know he was telegraphed to for assist- 
ance." 

". It was rather neglectful of him, then," said 
Captain Betterton, " not to tell me." 

"Oh, it's more than that," exclaimed Lightfoot, 
" and a good deal more ! It hasn't occurred to 
you, I suppose, that I was down at the Station 
looking out for you. I knew you were coming." 
" Knew we were coming ? " exclaimed Betterton. 
" How could you know that ? " 

" From the station-master, who is also telegraph 
clerk. He told me that an English traveller and 
party were coming, and that he had received a 
message concerning them from Oran to deliver to 
the Commandant of the post" 

" I see," said Betterton. " But there's nothing 
alarming in that, surely. A polite attention. The 
Governor, I suppose, directed the Commandant to 
help us on our way, help us to get horses and 
camels, and a friendly escort" 

He said that ; but his fierce, anxious look con- 

5 
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tradicted that easy opinion. Lightfoot smiles 
and shook his head. 

" Help you on your way. Yes, perhaps," said h^ 
" but out of their own. You don't seem to unde^ 
stand me. What would you say if I told you th^ 
I believe the Governor has let you come hen— 
not only with the hope, but with the positi*^^ 
instruction that you and your party shoii.1 
be detained till the hill tribes had a chance o 
carrying you off, and holding you to ransonx 
perhaps ? " 

" I should say, Lightfoot," answered Betterton, 
"that you make too much of small matters, and 
that your kindly anxiety for your country-folk 
misleads you. Come, old fellow, let's say no 
more about it. I've met with difficulties in my 
travels before ; but I have worried through them." 

" You would make me tell you before the ladies 
and the boys," said Lightfoot ; " and now you must 
hear me out. Again I must tell you, you don't 
quite understand. You think of the French here 
in Algeria as of ourselves in India. I tell you, it 
isn't the same thing at all. I've been here among 
them for a good many years, and I tell you 
that French methods in Algeria have become 
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orientalised — they have become like those of the 
Turks and Moors. Now look here. I know for 
a fact— I know — that they do not like foreign 
travellers to come poking and prying about their 
frontier and seeing what they are doing there. 
They are quite strong enough to refuse permission 
to travellers — and there is plenty of reason why 
^ey should refuse — but they don't. They must 
he polite ; they must be French ; they wouldn't 
like to be accused of exclusiveness or of want of 
l^ospitality. They give travellers permission to 
come or to pass through ; but they contrive to balk 
^em. They turn them aside, or get them carried 
off by the Arabs, or Kabyles, or Berbers, and 
plumped down in some place where they can do 
^0 harm. IVe seen it oftener than once, and I 
believe Til see it with you again." 

"Not if I can help it," said Captain Betterton, 
^th a tight mouth. 

"Well," said Lightfoot, "here comes the Com- 
mandant; I hear the clink of his spurs in the 
courtyard. Til venture to wager that he will be 
very polite, but that he will advise you to wait 
here a few days until he can provide you with 
an escort from a friendly Arab tribe." 
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Then they discussed the condition of the 
country. The Commandant spoke of the danger 
as a rien de particulier, but — as Lightfoot had 
" wagered " he would — he advised Captain Better- 
ton to wait there for a few days until what 
danger there was should pass, and until a suffi- 
cient escort should be provided. 

" We are pressed for time," said Captain Bet- 
terton ; " but certainly I should wish to hear 
something more of the probable whereabouts of 
Monsieur Malleson before we set out." 

With that declaration the Commandant was 
satisfied, and departed, promising to see Captain 
Betterton again .the next day. His last words 
were the most significant of all he uttered ; they 
smote on the Captain's ears like a sentence of 
imprisonment 

" And," said the Commandant, " I shall care at 
once for your protection. I shall place a cordon 
of sentinels." 

"Very well," said Captain Betterton, when the 
Commandant was gone ; " it must be our business 
to get through the cordon." 

Lightfoot said nothing to that then, but in- 
quired concerning Tom Malleson, of whom he 
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strange things — the wonders wrought by Allah, 
and the deeds done by men. He had wandered 
as far as the Sus and the Wad Draa ; he knew 
Glauwi and Teluet, and had spent a night of 
agreeable feasting and sleep in the courtyard 
of the castle of the hospitable El Madani ; but 
that was many, many moons ago, before Allah 
had written down so many days of his life. He 
had never heard that a White Kaid from Europe 
dwelt with the hospitable El Madani, and he 
knew no more about it now than before ; for the 
French expedition in which he had been a soldier 
had not gone so far as Glauwi or Teluet, not- 
withstanding what had been said to the contrary. 
Oh yes ; it was true they had met and contended 
wkh some of the soldiers of El Madani, but that 
was far from Teluet, in Todra, where they had 
found El Madani's men strongly posted, with the 
river — the Wad Guers — before them, and the 
mountains behind. But after a friendly skirmish 
with El Madani's men, they had found they had 
no quarrel with them ; for the men of El Madani 
had only come out against a tribe of the plains 
— sons of mischief, whose hand was against every 



man's. 
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" Was El Madani with his men ? " asked Cap- 
tain Betterton. 

" No, sidi," answered the Arab. " There was in 
command only a Kaid of a hundred. The where- 
abouts of El Madani was known only to Allah." 

" Do you mean," asked Captain Betterton, " O 
son of enlightenment, that the men did not know 
where their chief was ? " 

" No man knew, sidi. The great Kaid was in 
the hands of Allah. Some moons before he had 
journeyed with a handful of men northward into 
the mountains, and had not returned." 

"And had no man gone to seek him?" asked 
the Captain. 

" No man, sidi," answered the Arab. " For why ? 
Because all men believe he must have passed 
into the land of enchantment, of whisperings and 
rumblings, and strange laughter — the land of the 
small people whose name no man knows." 

Captain Betterton wondered if the Arabs or the 
Berbers had some tradition about fairies of which 
he had never heard ; he was puzzled and some- 
what perplexed, and he showed it. 

" Has the sidi," asked the Arab, speaking in 
a low tone of confidence, " never heard of the 
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strange things — the wonders wrought by Allah, 
and the deeds done by men. He had wandered 
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of the castle of the hospitable El Madani ; but 
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" No, sidi," answered the Arab. " There was in 
command only a Kaid of a hundred. The where- 
abouts of El Madani was known only to Allah." 

" Do you mean," asked Captain Betterton, " O 
son of enlightenment, that the men did not know 
where their chief was ? " 

"No man knew, sidi. The great Kaid was in 
the hands of Allah. Some moons before he had 
journeyed with a handful of men northward into 
the mountains, and had not returned." 

"And had no man gone to seek him?" asked 
the Captain. 

" No man, sidi," answered the Arab. " For why ? 
Because all men believe he must have passed 
into the land of enchantment, of whisperings and 
rumblings, and strange laughter — the land of the 
small people whose name no man knows." 

Captain Betterton wondered if the Arabs or the 
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what perplexed, and he showed it. 

" Has the sidi," asked the Arab, speaking in 
a low tone of confidence, " never heard of the 



CHAPTER VI 

THE SPAHI\S STRANGE STORY 

'nr^HE Commandant of the military post was 
-*- shown into the room by the Arab servant. 

" Moussi^ le Commandant," said the Arab in his 
queer French. 

The Commandant looked round upon the com- 
pany, and bowed with great politeness, and the 
company rose and bowed to him. He declined a 
cup of tea, but accepted a sirop with seltzer water. 
Captain Betterton showed his papers, and related 
his purpose in making the journey he contemplated 
— the discovery, namely, of Tom Malleson — which 
Lightfoot listened to as closely as did the French 
Commandant ; for it was news to him also. 

" Every one has heard of M'sieu le Capitaine 
Baitair-ton," said the Commandant with renewed 
politeness. 

" I have told my old friend," said Lightfoot, 
" that he comes here at a moment of danger." 

68 
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Then they discussed the condition of the 
country. The Commandant spoke of the danger 
as a rien de particuliery but — as Lightfoot had 
" wagered " he would — he advised Captain Better- 
ton to wait there, for a few days until what 
danger there was should pass, and until a suffi- 
cient escort should be provided. 

"We are pressed for time," said Captain Bet- 
terton; "but certainly I should wish to hear 
something more of the probable whereabouts of 
Monsieur Malleson before we set out." 

With that declaration the Commandant was 
satisfied, and departed, promising to see Captain 
^^tterton again ,the next day. His last words 
^^e the most significant of all he uttered ; they 
smote on the Captain's ears like a sentence of 
imprisonment 

"And," said the Commandant, " I shall care at 
once for your protection. I shall place a cordon 
^ sentinels." 

"Very well," said Captain Bettcrton, when the 
^^nmandant was gone ; " it must be our business 
^ get through the cordon." 

L^htfoot said nothing to that then, but in- 
quired concerning Tom Malleson, of whom he 
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had never heard, and Captain Betterton an 
Miss Malleson between them told him Tom* 
whole story, and how they — and the boys also- 



had arranged to come in search of the lost hero 

" And I wish," said Lightfoot, " that I could gc^ 

with you. I can't leave my concerns here, how- 
ever. But I think I may be of use to you." 

" You have been of great use already, Mr. 
Lightfoot," said Aunt Topsy. " Hasn't he, Cap- 
tain Betterton?" 

" He has, at least, opened our eyes to where 
we are," answered Betterton, "and we are much 
obliged." 

" Tm glad youVe told me about Malleson," 
said Lightfoot ; " for now I think I can help you 
seriously. I thought at first, you know, Betterton, 
that you were just here for exploration." 

"And in that case you didn't feel called upon 
to help much," said Betterton, with a smile. 

"Well, no, to tell you the truth, I didn't," 
answered Lightfoot. And he continued, " There's 
something I haven't yet told you. We're garri- 
soned here like a fort. We have a gun or two 
on the roof, and if the hill tribes come down 
upon us in uncomfortable numbers the whole 
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ttlement will retire here, if assistance hasn't 

rT'i^7'ed before we are attacked, and, of course, 

Ai^ attack may come now at any moment. We 

Viaven't many men in the daytime, but at night 

"we have a good many. One of the soldiers here 

tvow, however, is that survivor of the Atlas 

Expedition I spoke about ; and it occurs to me 

that he may be able to tell us something about 

Mr. Malleson — to tell us, at least, if the expedition 

saw anything of him." 

So the Spahi was sent for and came. He was 
a middle-aged Arab, of a severe countenance, but 
with a shrewd and kindly eye. He was over six 
'•^t in height, but of a wonderful leanness, like 
^at of a greyhound ; and he had the loose kind 
^f stride which the Arab seems to have learned 
^ the camel. Captain Betterton addressed 
"^ni in Arabic, and at the sound of his own 
speech his eye lighted up, and after a sentence 
or two all sign of constraint or reserve departed 
from him. He readily and profusely answered 
^ Captain Betterton's questions, and his answers 
proved of extreme interest and value. 

By the favour of Allah, he declared, he had 
wandered far in his time, and had seen many 
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strange things — the wonders wrought by Alh 
and the deeds done by men. He had wanderer 
as far as the Sus and the Wad Draa ; he knei^ 
Glauwi and Teluet, and had spent a night of 
agreeable feasting and sleep in the courtyard 
of the castle of the hospitable El Madani ; but 
that was many, many moons ago, before Allah 
had written down so many days of his life. He 
had never heard that a White Kaid from Europe 
dwelt with the hospitable El Madani, and he 
knew no more about it now than before ; for the 
French expedition in which he had been a soldier 
had not gone so far as Glauwi or Teluet, not- 
withstanding what had been said to the contrary. 
Oh yes ; it was true they had met and contended 
with some of the soldiers of El Madani, but that 
was far from Teluet, in Todra, where they had 
found El Madani's men strongly posted, with the 
river — the Wad Guers — before them, and the 
mountains behind. But after a friendly skirmish 
with El Madani's men, they had found they had 
no quarrel with them ; for the men of El Madani 
had only come out against a tribe of the plains 
— sons of mischief, whose hand was against every 



man's. 
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"Was El Madani with his men?" asked Cap- 
tain Betterton. 

"No, sidi," answered the Arab. "There was in 
command only a Kaid of a hundred. The where- 
abouts of El Madani was known only to Allah." 

" Do you mean," asked Captain Betterton, " O 
son of enlightenment, that the men did not know 
where their chief was ? " 

"No man knew, sidi. The great Kaid was in 
the hands of Allah. Some moons before he had 
journeyed with a handful of men northward into 
the mountains, and had not returned." 

"And had no man gone to seek him?" asked 
the Captain. 

"No man, sidi," answered the Arab. " For why ? 
^^^use all men believe he must have passed 
iiito the land of enchantment, of whisperings and 
nimblings, and strange laughter — the land of the 
sniall people whose name no man knows." 

Captain Betterton wondered if the Arabs or the 
Berbers had some tradition about fairies of which 
he had never heard ; he was puzzled and some- 
what perplexed, and he showed it. 

"Has the sidi," asked the Arab, speaking in 
a low tone of confidence, " never heard of the 
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marvellously strange tribe of djins and sorcerers 
that have dwelt for ages in the mountains 
beyond the Jebel Alasheen ? Surely the sidi 
who knows the Arabic has heard of the strange 
people whose true name no man but themselves 
knows, but who are called by the hill tribes the 
Ait Roum\''* 

" I have heard of the Ait Roum," broke in 
Lightfoot ; " but I always thought they were 
not fairies, but an actual hill-tribe — a tribe 
of Berbers, like the Ait Yousi and the Ait 
Khaoua." 

" Perhaps," said Captain Betterton, " he does 
not mean that they are fairies, biit actual 
people." Then, turning again to the Arab, he 
asked, "Have you, O son of travel, ever passed 
into the country of the Ait Roum ? " 

" Now Allah forbid ! " answered the Arab. 
" A poor man might as well pass out of 
Gehennam, once he is in, as out of the country 
of the Ait Roum. It is given to few to pass 
in and to pass out again ; for the Ait Roum 
are wise in all dark knowledge, and can arrive 
at the hidden secrets of things as easily as a 

* Children of the Romans. 
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-1 poor man can arrive at a date-stone by eating 
J a date." 

" Have you ever known any man, O son 
of knowledge," asked the Captain, "who had 
been into the country of the Ait Roum and 
come out s^ain?" 

" There is such a man, O sidi," answered 
the Arab, "not far off. Behind the next hill 
is the kaubba * of a saint, and near the koiibba is 
the hut of a wise fakee, who is known to all 
men as the Hadj-Abdallah. The blessed Hadj 
has been into the country of the Ait Roum." 

" Do you know of this fakee ? " asked 
Captain Betterton of Lightfoot 

** Excuse me, Betterton," said Lightfoot. 
" But why trouble about the Ait Roum and 
the fakee now ? Don't you want to find out 
\ something about Malleson if you can ? " 

" I do," answered Betterton, frowning a little. 
" And that's why I'm interested in the Ait 
Roum and the fakee. Don't you see ? El 
Madani is thought to have disappeared among 
the Ait Roum with some of his people. Isn't 
it likely, or at all events possible, that Malleson 

* Koubha^ tomb. 
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is one of them ? We are pretty sure Malleson 
has disappeared, and he may be with the Ait 
Roum. I propose, therefore, that we get to 
know what we can of the Ait Roum and the 
part of the countr>' they inhabit ; it may suit 
us to take them on our way to TelueL" 

"I see," mused Lightfoot; "thafs yoxa idea. 
Well, we had better try to get a word or two 
with the fakee. I know his place." 

The Arab Spahi was dismissed with a present, 
and then the party — or, truly speaking, the 
Captain, Miss Malleson, and Lightfoot — for the 
boys asked that they might look round in 
the company of the Spahi — ^settled down to 
the discussion of their course of action. 

" The first necessary thing to do," said 
Lightfoot, " is to slip away firom here through 
the cordon of gu^ds, and without the know- 
ledge of the Commandant ; if you wait for 
his help and ^ bon voyage^ you may wait for 
weeks. And slip away at once, for who knows 
but that to-morrow we may be shut in between 
the attacking hill tribes and the extra French 
soldiers that are almost sure to come from 
Qran to-morrow." 
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" And I must see the fakee before we leave 

the neighbourhood," said Captain Betterton. " It 

would be folly to plunge into the wilds without 

getting to know something about the Ait 

Roum." 

" You think Tom may be among them ? " said 
Miss Malleson, with some hesitation. 

" I think he may," answered Betterton ; " and 
I have always made it a rule in adventures 
of this sort never to pass by a possibility ; for 
you may find at the end that you'll have to 
go back and look it up. And it is better, as 
I say, to take it on the way." 

" If it be on the way," suggested Miss 
Malleson. 

" Certainly," said the Captain, " if it be on the 
way. I would not propose to turn far out 
of our way to examine it." 

That was the only hint Miss Malleson gave 
that she doubted whether it would not be best 
to push right on to Teluet. But she had 
entrusted Captain Betterton with the command 
of the expedition, and she would not thus 
early question his judgment. 

They were still tossing suggestions to and 
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fro when the boys burst in, followed by the Spahi 
with a profound salaam. 

" We have been on the roof," exclaimed 
Walter Firebrace, " and we saw away over 
there — far away — little white things like sheep 
creeping down a dip in the yellow hills. We 
asked the Spahi what they were, and he says, 
* the tribes/ " 

" Ouiy moussi^l' said the Spahi, addressing 
Lightfoot, "the tribes!" And then he turned 
and spoke rapidly in Arabic to Captain 
Betterton. 

" He says," explained Betterton, " that he is 
sure he saw the first straggling vedettes of the 
invading tribes. We must get out of this at 
once somehow, Lightfoot!" 

Then quickly a plan was improvised, for the 
carrying out of which Lightfoot rode away at 
once, while it was yet daylight, to the Kabyle 
village where the fakee dwelt. 

" Expect me in about an hour," he said to 
Betterton as he rode away. " It'll be quite 
dark by then." 

Then Betterton, with the help of Mohammed, 
Lightfoot's chief servant, began to quickly make all 
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necessary preparations for an immediate journey. 

Betterton's French servant, Monsieur Gogny, or 

Abd-el-Kader, had just come in with all the 

baggstge on the mules which Lightfoot had 

sent for its conveyance from the station. That 

was fortunate, for it saved them the trouble 

of re-loading. Betterton ordered that a feed 

should be given to the beasts while they waited 

burdened in the courtyard, and then he and 

his party sat down to a hurried meal. That 

accomplished, and it being then quite dark. 

Captain Betterton said it was time to set out. 

By the light of a lantern he carefully examined 

the straps of the mules — and they were ready. 

"And now, my boys," said Captain Betterton, 
"you must take care of the ladies, remember. 
You are my pupils, and you must quit you like 
men. Nobody must be alarmed at what is going 
to happen. We are going to be carried off — 
but only by friends." 

"If we meet the ''hill tribes, shall we fight 
them?" asked Walter. 

"They'd be too many for us, Tm afraid," 
answered the Captain, with a smile ; " and it's 
frequently the duty of brave men to run away." 
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" But not to run too far," said Walter, at which 
they all laughed — in a subdued fashion, so as 
not to attract the attention of the garrison — and 
somehow they felt lighter for their laughter; for 
it was not a very promising beginning of their 
adventure that they should have to slink away 
and be caught up like thieves from their last 
touch with civilisation. 

Under the guidance of Mohammed they quietly 
left the courtyard, and crept, all on foot, softly 
down the hill in the darkness to an appointed 
spot in the shade of a grove of ilex, the three 
burdened mules being led by Mohammed, Captain 
Betterton, and Abd-el-Kader. A young moon 
was just rising, and in the first streaks of its 
light they saw, while they waited, the gleam of 
a musket-barrel some yards off — evidence suf- 
ficient to them that the cordon of sentries had 
been posted. 

Suddenly the sound of horses* hoofs fell on 
their ears, and on those Sfeuo of the sentry, for 
he challenged, "Qui est 1^?" There was no 
answer, and he fired his piece. Then there arose 
fierce cries, and there rang out the thud of gal- 
loping hoofs, and a crowd of furious horsemen 
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swept into view with their white burnouses 
flying. 

« Allah, ir Allah ! " they yelled, and firing off 
their guns they swooped down upon fhe grove, 
while the crackle of French muskets showed that 
the sentinels were retiring. 

** Up you get ! " said the voice of one of the 
men in white burnouses to Walter Firebrace : it 
was the voice of Mr. Lightfoot. 

" Ladies first, please, Mr. Lightfoot," answered 
Walter. 

"The ladies are provided for," said Lightfoot* 
•* Come on. There's no time to spare ! " 

Walter was swung up behind Lightfoot, and 
away he and the whole party were borne as on 
the wings of the wind by the white burnouses. 
As they rode on — slackening pace after a tearing 
mile or so — along the wooded ridge, the moon 
rose fully upon them, and shed its white light 
over all the mysterious land. They gazed over 
the plain and away to the yellow hills on the 
horizon, and several of the party — among them 
Lightfoot and Betterton — stopped to remark more 
carefully a moving mass whiter than the light, and 
standing forth £^;ainst the yellow of the hills. 

6 
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Some long way behind was another — a larger — 
mass, just upon the turn of. the hills, vaguer and 
less white, but still demanding remark from the 
eye. It might have been a cloud rolling over 
the hills, were it not that no other clouds were 
to be seen, and that that one moved contrary 
to the wind. 

Walter Firebrace from his seat behind Light- 
foot heard Betterton murmur, "The tribes! 
They're coming at last!" 

" Yes," answered Lightfoot, " and they're in 

, -good time for me ! I shall be able to go on 

with you to the village, and then ride back and 

give warning of their approach — if they haven't 

already taken it from us," he added, with a laugh. 

"There's none of these people been hurt, I 
hope ? " said Betterton. 

" Oh no ; none. We took care of that." 

And so they rode on. Soon they heard the 
clamorous barking of dogs, and in a little while f 
thereafter the neighing of horses, which heard 
and smelt the approach of their comrades. Again i 
a little while and they approached the hedge of 
cactus with which the village was fortified about^ 
and were met by a tall old man in a blue burnous, 
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or soolham. They halted, Walter descended 
from his seat behind Lightfoot, and Captain 
Betterton was introduced by Lightfoot to his 
friend, Mohammed Abdselam Eslowy, the head 
man or sheikh of the village. 

" I have told him," said Lightfoot, " what 
you want, and that you are an English friend." 
" Ingliz. Bon ; Ingliz," said the old man. 
Betterton answered in Arabic, and the old 
man took his hand and pressed it to his bosom. 
Then the last arrangements were made, and 
adieus said. It was settled that the mules 
should go on with Betterton on his journey, 
because they could not without suspicion return 
to Bordj Berghash. 

** And now I must go," said Lightfoot, turning 
his horse. 

" It seems unfriendly to leave you at this 
crisis," said Betterton, grasping his hand. 

" Not at all," answered Lightfoot. " Each one 
to his duty. Yours takes you forward ; mine 
takes me back. I'm glad that you are now 
really on the way. Let me hear from you 
if you can." And so he bade good-bye all 
round. 
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"Be sure we will not forget you or your 
kindness," said Miss Malleson. 

And so Lightfoot put his heels to his horse, 
and rode back to give warning of the coming 
of the tribes to the threatened attack. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE WISE FAKEE 

THE headman explained that the wise fakee 
whom the Captain wished to talk to was 
a very old man, who had probably gone to 
sleep by then, and that the interview had better 
be piostponed till the morning. The Captain, 
notwithstanding his impatience, could not do 
other than accept that arrangement. The party 
were housed for the night with comfort — at least 
it would have been comfort if there had been 
no such things as hopping and creeping insects 
gifted with stings like red-hot needles — and were 
astir at dawn. They were all hospitably fed 
with warm milk (unsieved), and with barley- 
bannocks (which ate as if they had been 
baked on sand), and then the headman led 
Captain Betterton to his interview with the wise 
fakee. 

"Has the sheikh," asked Betterton, " heard 

85 
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aught of any contest in the night between the 
tribes and the soldiers of the settlement ? " 

" It is in the hands of Allah," said the sheikh. 
"It is not an affair for you or me to meddle 
with." . 

And so they approached the hut of the 
fakee. They saw him sitting under the shade of 
his thatched roof, which projected some feet from 
the walls. He was said to be a very old man, 
but in spite of a full white beard, which descended 
to his waist, he looked merely elderly, and there 
was no sign of feebleness to be descried about 
him. Captain Betterton politely remained a 
little way off, whilst the sheikh of the village 
advanced alone, and after respectfully saluting 
the fakee, began to explain his errand. As he 
listened, the fakee bent on Betterton some glances 
of close scrutiny. At length he cried, in a voice 
strong and resonant for that of an old man : 

" Let the father of moustachios come near ; he 
is welcome." 

Although he did not relish that style of address 
Captain Betterton went forward, and with a smile 
saluted the fakee. 

" If thy courage, young man," laughed the 
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fakee, " be as great as the ability of thy beard, 

then art thou the bravest man I have ever 
known ! " 

"The strength of the worthy Samson dwelt 
in his hair, as doubtless thou knowest, O ancient 
one," answered Betterton pleasantly ; " but as 
for me it is as the most high God wills." 

" It is well said concerning Samson, O young 
man of adventure, especially well said, if thou 
seekest, as I am told thou dost, to know con- 
cerning the people called by men the Ait Roum ; 
for by them Samson is much spoken of" 

" I have heard, O ancient one," said Betterton, 
** that thou hast visited the land of the Ait Roum, 
and I would know of thee, if I may, where lies 
this land of the little people." 

"Thy request, O son of adventure," said the 
old man, considering him closely, " is strange. 
For few be they who seek the land of the Ait 
Roum ; fewer still be they who, seeking, find it ; 
and almost none who find the way in ever find the 
way out, I, even I," he exclaimed in a flourish 
of boastfulness, strange in so old a man, " am he, 
the only one who entered the land of the Ait 
Roum, and came out of it again, sound and whole 
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in body and in mind, praise be to Allah ! Five- 
and-thirty moons did I dwell in their land, and 
was as one of their chosen." 

"Then, O ancient and wise one," said the 
Captain, ** thou art he who canst tell me all I 
need to know." 

"All and more, O father of moustachios," 
answered the fakee. " But wherefore seekest thou 
to know aught concerning the accursed land of 
djins and sorcerers ? " 

"Because, O ancient and friendly one," 
answered Betterton, " one who is a son of the 
English, like myself, has been lost these nine 
moons, and it is thought he may be in the 
hands of the Ait Roum." 

" And whence, O son of the English," demanded 
the fakee, " has the young, man wandered that he 
should be snared in the land which has but one 
inlet of death and one outlet of life ? " 

" He has dwelt for many moons, O ancient 
one, with El Madani, the generous and courageous 
Kaid of Teluet in Glauwi, and he has been called 
the Kaid of the Hand." 

" Kah, kah ! " cried the old man. " Has not 
his fame travelled even to me here in my hut ? 
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Have not all the tribes of the Atlas heard of the 

Kaid Shesha, the Giver of Blows, the Protector 

of the Poor, the Breaker of Sultans ? Kah, kah ! 

That was indeed a defeat to be noted and laughed 

at in which he drove the Meer-al-Moumemin from 

Teluet, and rescued the Kaid El Madani! And 

is the Giver of Blows truly lost in the land of 

the Ait Roum ? May Allah be merciful to us all, 

but if the Kaid Shesha be among the Ait Roum 

it must have been ordained by Allah ! Who can 

avoid the decrees of God, which are written in 

the Book of Fate ? " 

" The ways of Allah are wonderful ! " said 
Betterton, like a pious Moslem, " and past finding 
out, O ancient one." 

"And dost thou, O seeker of adventures," 
demanded the ancient one, "boldly think that 
thou mayst travel into the land of the Ait Roum 
and bring out thy friend and come away again? 
Of a truth, thou art as bold as the silly stork 
that would pluck a bone from the jackal's 
mouth ! " 

" Listen, and understand, O son of wisdom," 
said Betterton, in the large, expansive style which 
he knew would be effective with the old fakee. 
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" I fear God ; I have no other fear. I have 
wandered and carried my life in my hand in 
strange lands and among savage peoples ; yet 
stand I here before thee and say that the thought 
of the mysterious Ait Roum affects my pulse not 
one jot. They may be djins and sorcerers : as a 
son of the English I am a greater djin and 
sorcerer than they ! " 

" Kah kah ! " said the old man craftily. " The 
Kaid of the Blows is doubtless also a djin and 
sorcerer, and therefore no harm can happen to 
him more than to thee among the Ait Roum. 
Therefore trouble not." 

" Doubtless," assented Betterton, " no harm can 
come to him, save by the hand of Allah. But 
yet, O wise one, his friends long for the light of 
his countenance. Therefore, I pray thee, show 
me the way to the land of the Ait Roum." 

" Truly, great is friendship, O son of travel ! 
Thou shalt have thy desire, and the peace of 
Allah go with thee, and may thy end be happy. 
Know thou, O son of travel, that the land of the 
Ait Roum lies among the mountains beyond the 
snowy crest of the Jebel Alasheen." 

"The Jebel Alasheen! Then, O wise one, 
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the traveller from Teluet to this village would 
pass near the land of the Ait Roum ? " 

" The traveller who knew his way, O son of 
understanding, would come by way of the pass 
of the Camel's Neck, which is on this side of 
the Jebel Alasheen as thou lookest towards the 
rising sun. The land of the Ait Roum is on the 
other side of Alasheen as thou lookest towards 
the sunset" 

" Now, O wise one," said Betterton, " thy 
words give me understanding and open my 

" Lo ! " And he pointed up the valley. " Set 
thy face steadily towards the early sunset, and 
so shalt thou come to the Wad Za and the 
ford of Ras-el-Ain. Thence must thou stretch 
the legs of thy beasts across the humpy plain 
till thou come to Geddara, and thence again to 
Debdou; and from Debdou must thou see to thy 
girths, and squeeze thyself in among the moun- 
tainSy and so gain the river Moulouya and the 
country of the fierce hill men, the Ait ou Afella. 
Keep thy gun light on thine arm and thy sword 
loose in its scabbard, and pass thou on with 
a wary eye till thou come to Aksabi-e'-Sherfa, 
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whence the white head of Alasheen is plainly 
visible. Thence — ah, wallahy! — the way is hard 
and strange, and the heart within a man becomes 
as void as a pit of nothingness. Ah, wallahy ! 
thou canst not depart this day. Come thou 
again at sunset, and I shall still further en- 
lighten thee, and make the hairs of thy beard 
stand out stiff like the bristles of Abou Snau ! " 

" Necessity is upon me," answered Betterton, 
" to depart this very day, yea, within an hour, 
if it may be." 

" Lo, thou art a consumer of the ground," 
exclaimed the old man, "a burner-up of dis- 
tance! Stoop, and I will speak in thine ear the 
things that I dare not utter aloud lest the birds 
of the air carry them ! " 

Betterton stooped, and the old man spoke in 
his ear, and then drew back and looked in his 
face for astonishment ; and then he spoke in his 
ear again, and again drew back and looked in his 
face, but Betterton showed no astonishment. 

" Hast thou no appetite for wonders, O son 
of travel?" exclaimed the old man. 

"My appetite for wonders has been gorged, 
O ancient one," answered Betterton. " And what 
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thou whisperest fails to cause even the gape of 
surprise." 

" Go ! " exclaimed the old man, with a laugh. 
" Thou art a man after my heart. But the eyes 
will start from thy head before thou hast seen 
alL Go ; but forget not to let thy beard grow 
and to keep thine arm strong. Go, and Allah 
grant thee success in thine adventure ! " 

Captain Betterton returned with the sheikh 
to his [companions to prepare at once for his 
journey. He sought out from his baggage, and 
sent to the fakee, a present of a piece of 
English cloth, and the fakee returned him reite- 
rated good wishes, and a present of a charmed 
stick, or baton, carved with mystic characters, 
which the fakee declared he had inherited from 
the famous Mohammedan saint, Sidi Melluk, 
and which would carry a man safely through 
the perils of sorcery even. 

A little while later, when Captain Betterton 
was in the thick and the hurry of preparation, 
he was told that some one wished to speak 
with him. His visitor appeared, and proved to 
be the youngest son of the fakee, — a young 
man of about thirty, tall and muscular, and 
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of a frank and modest countenance. With 
his father's permission, he said, he had come 
to ask to be taken into the service of so 
great a master and lord of adventure as the 
English sidi evidently was. He asked for no 
wages, only food, and he would find his own 
horse. 

" For I also," said he, " wish to become a 
master of adventure like the English sidi, and 
to encounter, and maybe vanquish, the terrors 
of the Ait Roum." 

Captain Betterton talked with him a little, and 
ended by accepting him as a companion for 
the journey. 

The day was still young — it was not nine 
o'clock — when the whole party mounted, turned 
their backs on the sun and on civilisation, and 
marched away into the south-west. 

" Salamoo aleekoum ! " cried the sheikh and 
his men, while the women came to the hut 
doors and saluted the travellers with the shrill 
" Hoo-hoo ! " peculiar to the natives. 

The party had an escort of five men of the 
village, well mounted and armed, who were to 
accompany them as far as the ford of Ras- 
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el-Ain. The boys, like Captain Betterton, were 
mounted on barbs purchased from the sheikh, 
and the ladies were mounted on a camel, which 
also carried the heavier parts of the tent 
equipage, while the French Abd-el-Kader looked 
after the baggage mules, and rode one of 
them. 

It was a magnificent country through which 

they passed, now verdant under-foot like a 

meadow, and now sombre and cool with dark 

pine-woods, and again echoing with the murmur 

of brooks, on the banks of which was beginning 

to bloom the beautiful Barbary rose. Whatever 

was before the party their present feeling was 

a delight and a sense of freedom amounting 

almost to intoxication. Their spirits were 

so buoyant that nothing weighed on them — 

neither the body nor the mind, neither thoughts 

nor cares, neither memory nor anticipation. And 

for the first time the boys felt they were truly 

having a holiday, whatever hardship or danger 

was promised them. 

*We must get at our Arabic lesson," said 
Betterton, with a smile, mischievously casting 
a spice of bitter into the sweet of the boys' 
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enjoyment, "when we make our halt for 
dinner." 

At that the boys looked at each other and 
pulled long faces. 

" Oh, Captain Betterton," wailed Will Malleson, 
"lessons all the time?" 

" What ! " demanded the Captain, " tired of 
the bargain already? It's only a week since 
we made it in Marseilles ! " 

" Fm not tired of the bargain. Captain 
Betterton," said Walter virtuously. " I think 
it's awfully good of you to teach us things; 
and Tm sure my father will approve, when he 
knows that I have been with you, learning what 
will be of use to me in future life, instead of 
rotting along at school with Latin and Greek, 
and stuff of that sort. I can see the good of 
Arabic and fencing, but I can't see the good of 
Latin and Greek." 

" An excellent speech and wisely spoken ! " 
laughed the Captain. 

" Walter," said Miss Malleson, " is becoming 
a wise fakee." 

The boys were exceedingly solemn for some 
time, but the effect soon departed, for the con- 
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dition of Miss Tubbs attracted attention. She 

declared she was "sea-sick," and that is the 

usual experience of the inexperienced person 

who tries to ride a camel for more than half 

an hour. A pause was made to transfer the 

ladies to the horses the boys rode, and the 

boys vrere transferred to the camel to enjoy 

the torture of its peculiar motion. 

But probably the most delighted person of 

the vrhole company was Abdallah, the son 

of the fakee. His mount was a handsome, 

mottled-grey Arab, which he rode round and 

round the party, hallooing like a school-boy 

all the while, and twirling his gun over his 

head. Captain Betterton praised the paces of 

the mare, and asked Abdallah if he would 

sell her. 

" What is your price, sidi ? " asked Abdallah. 
" Twelve hundred francs," said Betterton. 
** It is a good price," said Abdallah. " But 
see." He shook the bridle of the mottled-grey, 
and away she flew down the turfy glade, and 
became the size of a sheep in no time. Captain 
Betterton turned to ask Miss Malleson's opinion 
of the mare, and he had scarcely ended when 

7 
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Abdallah and the mottled-grey were again by 
his side. 

"Behold, sidi," said he. "Not a hair of 
her coat is turned. What is your price 
now ? " 

" I will give fifteen hundred," said Betterton. 
" The mare is both beautiful and swift. Give 
me your hand on it." 

Abdallah did not answer, but flew off again, 
making the mare leap and re-leap the brook with 
the extremest agility. He returned to Betterton, 
saying, " You must bid more than fifteen hundred 
francs, sidi." 

" She is a beauty," said Betterton, " and she is 
as supple as a hound. Let it be two thousand 
francs, and I will also give you this beast I ride, 
which is indeed not a bad beast, but nothing 
to the grey." 

On that Abdallah gave Betterton his hand, and 
thanked him ; and Betterton thought that meant 
acceptance of his offer. But, " Nay, sidi," said 
Abdallah. " I can now boast of the price the 
son of the English, the master of adventure, 
offered me for my mare. But it is in vain 
you seek to tempt me: for I would not sell 
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my mare for all the gold in the world. She 
is all I possess ; but, lo, she is my life, and 1 
look to her to bear me with success through all 
the dangers and sorceries which are to be met 
with in the land of the Ait Roum ; for she has 
the blood of a horse of the Ait Roum in her 
veins — the horse on which my father made his 
daring ride out of the* land of sorcery." 



CHAPTER VIII 

ON THE WAY TO THE LAND OF SORCERY 

THE only incident of that day's journey was 
the capture of a jackal. By the wayside 
the party came upon the body of a camel, which 
had evidently " split himself in two," like Rudyard 
Kipling's **oont," by a slip "on greasy ground." 
The carcase had been partly eaten by carrion- 
birds and beasts, and knowing the ways of the 
latter, the ever-active Abdallah dismounted to 
discover if there were any living creature lurking 
in the devoured interior of the unfortunate brute. 
He warily took a stick with which to explore. 
He had barely thrust the stick into the empty 
carcase when it was seized and held fast. 

" Allah ! " cried Abdallah. " TaUb Yoosef* is 
here — the cunning one! But we shall have him 
out. Come, my gracious one, my beauty ! " 

Abdallah hauled on the stick, and drew out a 
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young jackal, biting with fierce tenacity, at the 
end of it, to the amazement and amusement of 
the whole company. Shifting his hold of the stick 
to his left hand, Abdallah with his right drew his 
dagger and killed the jackal. 

Its end was curious : it was eaten by the mem- 
bers of the escort for supper ; for the Moslems of 
these regions, both Arabs and Berbers, while they 
shrink with pious horror from pig, esteem jackal 
a delicacy. And in that they are not altogether 
without excuse, since the jackal, though a feeder 
on carrion, is exceedingly fond of palmetto-dates, 
arbutus-berries, and such other fruit as he can 
attain. 

They camped that night by the ford of the 
Ras-el-Ain. Next morning they bade adieu to 
their escort, crossed the ford, and set their 
faces towards the bare, humpy wilderness of 
Geddara. Two days they took to reach the 
vills^e of Geddara, which was the centre of a 
more fertile and cultivated district, and whose 
inhabitants treated them kindly. Thus day after 
day passed, and they hasted on, and tarried not 
in all the plain save for the necessary night and 
mid-day halts for rest. 
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During those halts Captain Betterton main- 
tained his lessons in Arabic to the boys (which 
Miss Malleson now also shared), and his in- 
struction in fencing, in which latter Abdallah 
wished to join. But it was difficult to teach him 
to give point, his only desire being to hack 
and hew, and to give gigantic swinging sweeps 
that would cut oflf men's heads like thistle- 
tops. During their long rides they saw little of 
either man or beast. Now and then a ragged 
goatherd would start up from the shady side of 
a hillock or the shelter of a boulder and gaze on 
them like a wild animal ; or a man on horseback, 
with a long lance, would stand afar off as motion- 
less as a statue, and stare till they passed out of 
sight ; and once an old sheikh — who said he was 
ninety — rode up to them and requested some 
medicine to renew in him the strength of his 
youth. He had ridden thirty miles, and his pre- 
sence and his demand were evidence, if they had 
been in need of any, how their passage through 
the country and their character were known ; for 
the sheikh would not have asked for medicine save 
from reputed Christians, who are all believed to 
have derived the gift of healing from Jesus Christ. 
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So day after day they continued as in a strange 
and pleasant dream, and Europe and all their 
past days seemed a long, long way behind, and 
the great Atlas Mountains and the unknown began 
to rise before them. So they came to Debdou 
and the roaring torrent of the Moulouya, and were 
fairly in among the mountains. Then all things 
became of a grand and terrifying beauty. The 
great bulk of tumbled humps and peaks lifted 
themselves far above them into the sky, which 
even at noonday appeared of a deep purple, so 
deep that it seemed almost black, while gauzy 
clouds mysteriously wreathed the peaks. From 
the dark unexplored glens on either hand rushed 
fierce streams, often bridged loftily by fallen trees, 
about which clung strange creepers, and upon 
which it was not difficult to imagine that fairies 
and fauns might pass to and fro. In the night, to 
the roar of the many waters and the sighing of 
the wandering winds were added the howl of the 
jackal and the melancholy cry of the leopard, 
seeking his " meat from God " — sounds which sent 
a shiver through the frame. Yet even then Cap- 
tain Betterton continued to give his lessons in 
Arabic, and his other instruction ; moreover, he 
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told unknown stories from TJu Arabian Nights y 
in English for the sake of the majority of his 
listeners, and aftenvards in Arabic, to Abdallah's 
great delight. 

In that region game abounded ; and though 
Captain Betterton was anxious to husband am- 
munition, since no one could tell what desperate 
strait might await them, yet a certain expenditure 
was necessary to keep their hands in with their 
weapons, and to keep them supplied with fresh 
meat. They shot gazelle, and bustard, and 
partridge, and ate them till appetite rebelled. 
But the most exciting adventure was reserved 
for the fat Monsieur Gogny, who had all a 
Frenchman's passion for la chassCy especially if 
the game were small. 

In the dead of night all were startled from 
sleep by the loud outcry of Monsieur Gogny, 
who made it his dutiful habit to lie on guard 
outside the ladies' tent. 

"Ah, sacr-r-r^l The enormous brute! The 
savage ! " he roared in French. " Come back ! 
Beast ! Scoundrel ! Ah, the poor ladies ! They will 
be devoured ! Ladies, dear ladies ! Eveillez-vous ! " 

By that time the Captain was up and out and 
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by the Frenchman's side with a revolver in his 
hand, and Abdallah stood by with a rifle. 

"What's the matter, Gogny?" demanded the 
Captain. 

" Ah, M'sieu le Capitaine ! The ladies ! " cried 
the fat Frenchman, tearing his hair. " A lion ! 
a leopard ! un chat inorme ! He leaped over me 
into the tent of the ladies ! and politeness forbids 
me to enter, and hunt, and kill him I " 

If politeness deterred the Frenchman from 

I intruding on the privacy of the ladies, even to 

save their lives, it did not hinder the Captain 

I from raising the flap of the tent and shouting, 

" Miss Malleson ! " 

Miss Malleson appeared with her Arab cloak 
flung about her, and Miss Tubbs screamed in the 
darkness, " Oh, whaf s this ? " 

"Ah, ma'm'selle, it is the brute, the beast, le 

chat /norme!'' cried Monsieur Gogny. 

"Get a light," said the Captain. 

Both Gogny and Abdallah brought blazing 

sticks from the fire, and the Captain entered the 

tent to find and kill the lurking wild beast 

When the lights illumined the interior of the tent 

a rabbit — a poor, scared bunny ! — sat up in a 
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comer to view the scene of excitement, and then 
promptly dropped and scrambled out under the 
tent, while all the company burst into laughter. 

It was some time before they forgot to twit 
Gogny about his " lion," his " chat inomie ! " 

Five days' toilsome march from Debdou brought 
them to Aksabi-e*-Sherfa, a prosperous Berber 
settlement at the junction of two streams, with 
little Berber villages clinging by the eyebrows to 
the mountain sides around, and an ancient strong- 
hold on an isolated hill dominating all. At Aksabi 
they were hospitably received, and earnestly dis- 
suaded from pushing on further. 

" Ah, wallahy ! " exclaimed the chief of Aksabi. 
"Beyond is the land of the unknown, the land 
of all things unfriendly to man ! He who passes 
beyond goes with his life in his open hand ! And, 
wallahy, if he goes he returns not ! Who knows 
what becomes of him ? He remains there for 
ever, tormented by Djins and the sport of Sheitan 
himself ! " 

Upon closer questioning, it was found that so 
great dread had these mountaineers of what was 
beyond among the mountains that they never 
penetrated more than a few miles into their fast- 
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lesses, except to the south, where opened, through 
he pass of the Camel's Neck, the route to the 
Desert, tlie Wad Draa, and all the regions of the 
Southern Atlas towards the Sahara. Of the 
oame of the Ait Roum they had such a shuddering 
horror that they could not be got to speak of them. 
Such things, so strenuously said, more strenu- 
ously meant, by those who might be considered 
neighbours of the Ait Roum, gave pause even to 
Captain Betterton. So that night, when they had 
eaten dinner in the large tent and had all sat 
down afterwards near the fire outside (for the 
nights were cold in those high regions), he took 
counsel with Miss Malleson and Abdallah. And 
this was the end of their deliberation. 

« Well " said Captain Betterton, " I think the 
outlook is of such a doubtful and desperate sort 
that none but tried and seasoned men should 
share the enterprise of going forward. You, 
Miss Malleson and Miss Tubbs, I strongly advise 
to remain here until the return of me and Ab- 
dallah." 

"Us and the boys, I suppose you mean," said 
Miss Malleson, with a gentle snort, which advised 
that she was not quite prepared for submission. 
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"Oh," cried Walter Firebrace, "and are we — 
am I — to be left behind? I don't think it's /air, 
Captain Betterton ! YouVe been counting me 
and Will as men — or said you have been — until 
the real fun comes, and then you want to knock 
us out ! " 

" Real fun ! " exclaimed Betterton. " You little 
know, my lad, what the real fun is going to be 
like! But, if you should go on, what is to 
become of the ladies if I and Abdallah never 
appear again — which is quite likely ? They would 
have nobody to conduct them back to Algeria 
and England but Monsieur Gogny." 

" Merely nCsieu! " said Monsieur Gogny- Abd-el- 
Kader, who had been hanging in the backgrounc 
listening. " As cook, as servant, I am you 
respectful, obliged ! But, m'sieu, I am also * 
the spirit of Abd-el-Kader ! I join with you f 
glorious adventure ! And, m'sieu, I go on ! — d 
mort I — s^zl vous plait ! " 

Upon that astonishing expression of opin 
Monsieur Gogny-Abd-el-Kader bowed 
marched back to his pots and pans, and 
boys were sent to bed. Miss Malleson anc 
Captain continued by the fire, while Abe 
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a little Avay off with the hood of his jelab 
:r his head, and his gun across his knees. 
* I quite agree with M'sieu Abd-el-Kader," 
d Miss Malleson presently. "We had better 
ep together — ^ la mort\ It seems to me it 
jst be quite as dangerous, and certainly more 
isatisfactory, for us to wait here as to go for- 
ard." Captain Betterton shook his head in some 
arplexity. " The dangers ahead," she continued, 
seem mostly imaginary." 

** You do not know all," said Captain Betterton. 

" And," she added, " if you went on alone with 
\.bdallah and never returned — as you seem to 
hink possible — do you think I could go back 
irithout knowing anything about what we came 
out to find?" 

** Better perhaps know nothing," murmured 
Betterton sadly, " than learn the truth ! " 

•* Really," said Miss Malleson, "you are very 
depressing to-night ! What has gone wrong ? 

You are surely not letting the fears of these 

aimple, superstitious people influence you ? ** 
** No " answered Betterton, ** I think not. But 

fop the first time I am feeling the weakness of 

having women on such an adventure. I don't 
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mean," he made haste to explain, "that you are 
a source of weakness ; I mean that the weakness 
is in myself — in the fear I have of what may 
happen to you." 

The peculiar vibration of his tone made her 
blush. 

" Oh," said she quickly, " you must shake that 
fear off. I have no fear for myself — of anything," 
she added, with a laugh, " much more horrible 
than another chat ^nortne. Surely you might 
let me count as a man, especially since you are 
always telling the boys that they must count 
as men ! " 

"Yes," said Betterton, "I ought to do that; 
but it*s not easy." 

There was an awkward silence. But quickly 
the difficulty was solved by other wills than 
theirs. 

There came a slight, stealthy sound — like the 
rustle of a leopard in the neighbouring brush- 
wood — and, raising his eyes in attention, Captain 
Betterton suddenly saw in the firelight a white 
figure, like a ghost, rise behind Abdallah and 
swiftly drag the hood of his jelab right down 
over his face. Doubtless Abdallah had been 
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dozing, and a pair of lithe, brown arms were 

about him, binding him in spite of his powerful 

struggles. Captain Betterton rose instinctively 

with his revolver in his hand, when he felt himself 

seized from behind. In an instant he was on his 

back in the grass ; but in that instant he heard 

a woman's cry, and in a flash saw that Miss 

Malleson also was seized. He struggled fiercely ; 

but his Arab garments were an entanglement to 

him, four muscular hands were upon him, and, in 

spite of the revolt and rage in his heart, he was 

compelled to submit himself to the two fierce, 

dark, bearded faces that bent savagely over him. 

He was bound, and then was allowed to stand 

upon his feet 

Then arose a hubbub in the village behind 
them, and at the same time an outcry in the 
tent which was set apart for Captain Betterton 
and the boys. From the latter suddenly appeared 
Walter and Will, leading triumphantly between 
them an Arab with his arms bound tight to his 

waist. 

" We've got him ! " cried Walter. " Will and I 
bagged Him just as he crept in underneath the 
tent! Ohl» 
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The exclamation was caused by the sight of 
Captain Betterton, Miss Malleson, and Abdallah 
standing as prisoners in the hands of half-a-dozen 
strange, fierce Arabs. 

" Look out, boys ! " cried Captain Betterton ; 
for he saw two other Arabs making a circuit 
to get at the boys behind. " Don't fire that 
revolver, Walter ! It's of no use ! We are all 
prisoners ! If you resist you may get us all 
killed ! " 

" All right. Captain ! " said Walter coolly. " It's 
a pity, though, when we had nabbed him so 
nicely ! " 

The situation was explained in another moment, 
when the headman of the village was led up, loudly 
protesting. He also was bound ; so it was at once 
evident that it could not be treachery on his part 
that had caused the disaster to the Malleson party. 
He talked with angry volubility to one of the two 
strangers who led him forward ; but when he per- 
ceived Captain Betterton he addressed himself to 

him. 

" Ah, wallahy ! " he cried. "This night has 
the curse of the prophet lighted on me, [since 
he has permitted my neighbours to violate my 
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right of hospitality!" Then, turning to his 
captors again, he exclaimed, " May your ancestors 
bum in Gehennam for this, ye treacherous sons 
of Ahia ! " 

" Peace, Abou M'gill ! Thou art a vain 
babbler ! " said he who seemed the chief of the 
attacking party. "Wouldst thou have our, and 
thine own, flocks blasted with the murrain 
through these strangers? Let them hear my 
word to thee ! " 

" Speak, O Abou," said Captain Betterton, 
" that I may understand ! I listen, and am 
silent ! " 

"This it is, O stranger son of travel," said the 
Abou. " These be my neighbours with whom 
I have long dwelt at peace — precious neighbours 
ye be, ye night-marauding sons of Ahia ! — and 
they have com.e thus in force and said to me, 
*Thou dost foolishly to entreat hospitably these 
strangers who pass through the country inquir- 
ing for the nameless ones ! They are djins and 
sorcerers; they have little weapons no more 
than a span long that spit fire, and that kill 
animals as a gun kills them ; and they have 

instruments of brass that make the sun and the 

8 
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stars drop out of the sky ; moreover, by their 
sorceries they have smitten with disease all the 
goats and sheep wherever they have passed, and 
women and children have shuddered and fallen 
sick under their evil eyes ! Now, therefore, 
hasten their steps away, and urge them on to 
the land of the nameless ones, and let them not 
linger here or in the land between ! ' Thus said 
these sons of Ahia, and I would not listen to 
them ; for * Lo,' I said, ' these strangers have 
eaten my bread, and shall I break the sacred 
law of hospitality because of your old wives' 
stories ? and will not the wrath of Allah and his 
prophet be more terrible than all the sorceries 
that can be worked ? ' And again spake these 
sons of Ahia and said, * If thou wilt not hasten 
these strangers away, then must we — and this 
very night ! And that thou and thy people may 
not interfere we must hold thee secure ! ' And, 
lo, thus thou seest me in their hands ! " 

" Allah forbid," said Betterton, " that we should , 
bring trouble and loss on those who have treated, 
us as guests. But our tents are pitched, and the 
night is far spent ; suffer that we remain till the 
morning, and then we shall pass on our way." 
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But when he said that there arose a hubbub 
of protest from the sons of Ahia. At length he 
who seemed their chief spoke — a large man, 
with a timid, shifting eye. 

" It may not be, O stranger. On the morrow 
we must attend to our flocks and our cattle. 
This night we must convey thee and thy people 
hence, urged by the spur of necessity. Only bid 
thy people prepare with quick hands to go, and 
no harm shall be done to them. I will but 
bring thee with haste towards the land thou 
seekest." 

Captain Betterton turned and explained to 
his party the necessity that was laid upon them 
of striking their tents and setting forward again. 
There was no use, he said, in trying to kick 
against the urgency of the sons of Ahia, or in 
showing tardiness or reluctance in their prepara- 
tions for setting forward again ; indeed, the 
company and guidance of the sons of Ahia 
might prove to be an advantage, for they might 
preserve them from other attacks, and they would 
certainly hasten their arrival at the place they 
sought. 

So instant preparations were made for setting 
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out again. The tents were struck, the mules 
were laden, and the horses saddled. The camel 
Captain Betterton would have gladly left behind, 
for it was certain to be a hindrance in the 
difficult mountainous country they were about 
to traverse, but the Ait Ahia would not hear 
of such a thing ; everything belonging to the 
strangers must depart with them. In half an 
hour they were out upon the mountains again, 
in the full moonlight, conducted and guarded 
by a dozen of the sons of Ahia mounted on 
hardy ponies. 

Higher and higher they climbed, and the night 
air became very cold. It was a bare and sombre 
region they traversed, a land of silence and 
desolation, " a land," it seemed, " where no one 
comes, or hath come since the making of the 
world." Little was said as they urged their 
beasts forward, for all were sleepy and most 
were sad. Captain Betterton tried to learn from 
the chief of the band of Ahia something concern- 
ing the land they were crossing and the land 
they were bound for, but the man either could 
not, or would not, tell him anything, of conse- 
quence. 
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" It is the roof of the world," was all he would 
say about the high region they were traversing. 
"It is a land of death," he said, when asked 
about the Ait Roum, "where none can dwell 
but evil spirits, and djins, and sorcerers — Allah 
confound them ! Doubtless," he added, " ye 
will dwell there in peace and comfort, for ye 
also have the power of sorcery." 

An hour or two before dawn, when the moon 

had gone down, they were compelled to halt on 

account of the darkness of the night and the 

difficulty of the way. The leader of the Ahia 

explained to Captain Betterton the route he 

must continue in order to reach the country of 

the Ait Roum, or, at least, the border of it, and 

then the whole body of the Ahias returned the 

way they had come, fearing, doubtless, to remain 

longer than was absolutely necessary in the 

company of sorcerers. The Captain thought it 

was not worth 'while to pitch tents in that high 

inhospitable region, and it was too cold to sleep. 

They lit. a fire, however, and put on a kettle, 

and the ease with which the water boiled showed 

that they were at a great height They made 

tea, but the brew was bad, and the drinking of i 
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it scarcely seemed to give any heat They blew 
on their fingers and stamped their feet, and soon 
the sun rose to warm them. 

Captain Betterton took some observations 
with his instruments — observations in which 
Will Malleson was much interested because 
they were for the sake of geography — and then 
they went on their way. Still westward th6y 
continued, and in about an hour they began 
to descend upon a plain or plateau more 
hideously desolate than that which they had 
travelled over the night before. It was bare 
and tumbled, like a rocky coast where the waves 
have swept in fury. But as the morning ad- 
vanced the scene changed. They were still 
pretty high, but the vegetation became luxuriant, 
and the land swarmed with birds and beasts. 
There was no sign of human habitation, and 
Captain Betterton spoke to Miss Malleson of 
tufa and volcanic rocks, and far ahead they saw 
a new range of craggy peaks, which looked 
scarred and blackened, and riven as by the action 
of fire. By high noon they reached a delicious 
spot with abundance of flowers and shade. 
There was a spring of very sparkling water, and 
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there they elected to make a long rest. But 
when they tasted the water of the spring they 
found it nauseous with sulphur. They tried the 
water of a stream a little way off, but with the 
same result 

«* Ah ! " said Captain Betterton, " now we must 

prepare." 

He opened the medicine chest, and served 
out all round a dose of quinine and brandy. 
" What is this for ? " asked Miss Malleson. 
" As a corrective against malaria/' said 
Betterton. " You will understand presently." 

They stayed only long enough to refresh 
themselves with food and a short sleep, and 
then they went on again. 

It was nearly sunset when, half intoxicated 
with the heavy scents of the gorgeous flowers 
which hung drooping overhead and which they 
crushed underfoot, they approached the base of 
the blackened peaks, and saw immediately before 
them a deep gap or gorge, which looked as if 
the mountains had there been torn apart by a 
terrible convulsion. Through that terrible gorge 
streamed the golden rays of the setting sun 
with dazzling effect, showing that its blasted 
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sides were densely clothed with bushes or dwarf 
trees, which appeared in the distance of a singular 
ruddy hue. 

"There," said Captain Betterton, pointing to- 
wards the gorge, " is the entrance to the land of 
the Ait Roum. The fakee, your father," said 
he, turning to Abdallah, "spoke truly. Well 
might he call it the Throat of Death \'^ 

"Why?" asked Miss Malleson, with acute 
curiosity. 

"Look," said Captain Betterton, pointing to a 
cloud of birds, which, rising from the tops of the 
mountains, swung and swirled like a flight of 
crows over the gorge, and began to circle towards 
them. " They are vultures. And they are ex- 
pecting and preparing to feast upon us. They 
know the place, and what they have found there 
before ! " 



w 



CHAPTER IX 

THE THROAT OF DEATH 

E'LL Stay here for to-night, I suppose ? " 
said Miss Malleson. 

" We must not," said Captain Betterton. " It 
would be death certain. We should probably 
never wake to attempt the passage of that gorge. 
We can stay here only long enough to eat some 
foody and then we must on again. We must go 
through to-night — or never ! " 

The horses were unsaddled and the mules 
unburdened, and allowed to graze. Captain 
Betterton again produced his medicine chest, 
and served out again to each member of the 
company a good dose of quinine and brandy, 
and then they sat down to eat and drink in 
haste. They were so dried up with thirst that 
they were compelled to drink of the nauseous 
sulphurous water, which had now added to its 
first disagreeable quality that of being very warm. 
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"Will you tell us, please, Captain Betterton," 
asked Walter Firebrace gently, ** what it is we 
have to be afraid of in going through that place ? " 

"The trees," answered the Captain, "and espe- 
cially the blossoms that cover them at this time 
of year, and that give that red look which you 
see. The fakee told me," he continued, address- 
ing Miss Malleson, " that the trees breathe out 
poison, and the blossoms more poison still. We 
have happened to come here, perhaps, at the worst 
time of year we could have come, and the worst 
time of day. For the poison is strongest in the 
flowers, and comes out most when the sun goes 
down. But we must make the best of it. The 
quinine should help us, and Fm going to try as 
a protective another thing — a new, powerful drug 
which is luckily in our medicine chest, * Anti- 
toxin.' " 

" I wish we hadn't come ! " whispered Will 
Malleson to his comrade Walter. " Don't you ? " 

" No, silly," whispered Walter in return. 
" Where's the good of wishing that ? You might 
as well wish you weren't a soldier when you see 
the enemy before you." 

" Oh, m'sieu ! Ah ! " cried the fat Monsieur 
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Gogny-Abd-el-Kader, rushing forward with his 

liands pressed on his bosom. He was deathly 

pale, and his eyes seemed starting with terror. 
" Bless the man ! " exclaimed Miss Tubbs. 

" What's the matter with him ? " 

*' Come, Gogny," said the Captain sternly. 
"None of that!" 

" Ah, m'sieu," cried the poor Frenchman. " It 
is not the courage ; it is the stomach ! " 

He flew away, and was violently sick. 

" It is the will of Allah ! " murmured Abdallah ; 
and he likewise retired, and behaved in like 
manner. 

" I see," . said Captain Betterton. " They'll be 
all right presently ; that beastly water has acted 
as an emetic. Perhaps it's as well ; and I would 
advise all of you to eat very little." 

On that advice all stopped eating at once, and 
declared themselves ready to go forward and 
encounter whatever danger there was. In a few 
minutes they were on the way again, each one, 
by Captain Betterton's direction, with a hand- 
kerchief ready to hand, and himself with the 
** Anti-toxin " in a bottle in his bosom. 

" Is the gorge very long ? " asked Miss Malleson. 
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" I don't know," answered the Captain. 

" And what about our beasts ? " she asked. " I 
suppose they are as likely to be smitten by the 
poison as we are?" 

" Not quite so likely," he answered. " Their 
safety is in perspiration. We must keep them 
going at their hardest pace, and let them take 
their chance. There is nothing else to be done." 

" Poor beasts ! " said she. " And why shouldn't 
we, like them, seek safety in perspiration ; why 
shouldn't we be on foot?" 

" Because we can't run any distance at their 
pace ; and if we stop or slacken, it would pro- 
bably be all up with them, and it might be all 
up with us too." 

" It's very terrible ! " said she. 

" I'd rather," exclaimed the Captain, " ride 
against a hostile regiment than into that dreadful 
gorge with you and the boys ! " 

"But we must ride — mustn't we?" she said. 

" We must ; there is no other way." 

Forward they pressed. The waiting vultures 
silently wheeled and circled over them, and the 
sun sank lower ; and, as the sun sank, all the 
scents, all the gases, of that strange region rose 
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about them and enwrapped them. Captain 

Betterton watched his party anxiously for signs 

of the effect of the poisoned air. He did not 

wish to use the Anti-toxin sooner than was 

absolutely necessary, lest its effects should be 

exhausted before they got through the gorge. 

At length he called a halt (some of the bolder 

carrion birds softly alighted on the trees, and 

showed their ugly, bare necks as they lazily eyed 

the party), and ordered all to get ready their 

handkerchiefs. The handkerchiefs were folded 

so as to be easily tied over the mouth and 

nostrils, and then into the part that was to be 

thus breathed through the Captain carefully 

dropped some of the potent drug. When they 

had tied on the handkerchiefs they set forward 

again at their best pace. Captain Betterton leading 

and Abdallah bringing up the rear ; and the 

vultures rose from the trees and again sailed and 

circled over them. 

They entered the gorge, and immediately its 
terrors began to strike upon them. They first 
observed the character of the poison-making trees. 
They looked something like laburnum, but their 
exuberant blossoms were a deep blood-red, and 
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the effect was as if the trees were extendij 
over them long, skinny arms with trailing finge 
dripping with blood. As they pushed forwar* 
the heavy horrible blossoms brushed them aix 
caused an involuntary shudder. They pressed or 
and horror upon horror revealed itself. Trailin| 
creepers entangled the feet of the animals anc 
rose about the legs of their riders ; and on deac 
or decaying trees filthy, fleshy-looking orchid: 
grew and fed, some of them showing bloom! 
that looked like horrid, painted, grinning, panto 
mime masks, with long, thin stamens like serpents 
tongues. And still as they went on the] 
perceived how fatal the Throat of Death ha( 
been to former travellers ; for they began t( 
stumble among things that could be nothing bu 
skeletons of beasts and men. Through falle 
blood-red blossoms that bestrewed the groun 
stuck rags of clothing, and the ever-present orchid 
showed their disgusting growths in sockets whei 
once had shone human eyes, and between grinnim 
teeth whence had once issued human speec 
The total effect was enough to cause a madne 
of horror in the sanest minds — an effect whic 
was made stronger on Captain Betterton*s par"* 
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by the facts that there was nothing to fight : all 
must be endured : and that they could utter no 
sound to each other because their mouths were 
. so muffled. 
' And then the fi^t with the poison of the 
awful place began. The animals laboured in their 
breathing and stumbled frequently, and at length 
gave voice to their distress. The camel was the 
first to complain. He bubbled and moaned, and 
the horses answered him by suppressed neighings. 
He could not be restrained from snapping spite- 
. liilly at the blood-red blossoms as he passed them ; 
%'and that was the end of him. After a little while 
<■ Jie was seized with convulsive shudders, and sank 
-00 his knees, pitching the boys from their perch 
on his back. They scrambled to their feet, and 
Will found that his leg was so injured it was im- 
possible for him to walk. He believed it was 
broken, but no one could then spare the time to 
' examine it ; and he sat on the ground and groaned 
I. and shed a tear or two. But the camel had to 
|rbe urged forward, if it was possible. They tried by 
; : pulling at the beast's head to make him rise, but he 
.would not Abdallah came forward, and attempted 
also to get him up by native persuasions ; but still 
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he would not, and a grey old vulture had already 
alighted carelessly on his hump. Then Captain 
Betterton returned, tearing his muffler from his 
mouth. 

" He must be left ! " he cried. " We dare not 
linger here! We must leave him," he answered 
to an appeal from Miss Malleson's hand, "or 
else we shall all perish with him ! " 

So they resumed their hurried way, Captain 
Betterton taking Will Malleson on his horse, and 
Abdallah taking Walter Firebrace on his. 

" We must keep up our pace, and increase it if 
we can ! " cried the Captain. 

They urged the horses and mules to a canter, 
which was very difficult to maintain for many 
seconds, for the creepers and other interruptions 
caught the animals' legs, and worst of all, the 
vultures, drawn by the success of their fellows 
which had settled on the camel, began boldly to 
flap about the heads of both beasts and riders. 
Then came their most terrible experiences. Captain 
Betterton, who had been urging on his horse at 
the head of the party, fell heavily with his mount 
He quickly disentangled himself and the boy, but 
he had brought the party to a standstill s^ain. 
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" Take the lead, my friend Abdallah ! " said he. 
" I will follow with the boy and the mules. My 
horse is done for!" 

Abdallah led, and they hurried on. Captain 
Betterton following with a hand holding by the 
crupper of the last mule. He chose that place 
because he did not wish the others to see that 
Will Malleson lay fainting on his shoulder, whethei 
from the fresh shock to his injured leg or from 
the effect of the poisoned air it was impossible 
to tell, and there was no time to stay to discover. 
In that situation the Captain became dreadfully 
distressed ; for one great vulture and then another 
and another most impudently flapped about his 
head and tried to peck at the boy. To defend 
the boy he had to let go his hold of the mule and 
seize his revolver; and scJ he lost ground which 
it was difficult to regain. He fired a shot at one 
of the birds, and then another shot at another; 
and the sound of the shots attracted the eyes of 
the party to him. Miss Malleson was moved to 
cry out at the sight of her nephew's condition. 

" By the beard of my father ! " cried Abdallah, 
tearing his handkerchief from his mouth, and 
riding back to the Captain, while Walter slipped 

9 
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from his place behind him and went to the 
Captain's side. "But I will wear this rag no 
longer, and be choked in my throat ! My mouth 
must utter speech, or I will die! Lo, O son of 
the English, it is written that these beasts must 
perish I My grey, my pearl of price, alone can 
pass through the Throat of Death, for she has the 
blood of a horse of the Ait Roum in her veins ! 
Suffer, then, O sidi, that I put her to her topmost 
speed, and carry you out one by one from this 
gorge of death ! I will go and return like the 
wind ! She is a flier, she is an angel, and she 
will not betray me, her loving master!" 

" I should like to get the mules through as well 
as ourselves," said the Captain, "for they carry 
all our property ! But we must try your plan, 
Abdallah. Begin with the ladies." 

" I mean to stay with my horse and my nephew, 
and get them through if I can," said Miss Malleson 
over her muffler. " Take Miss Tubbs." 

Miss Tubbs objected to be separated from her 
mistress ; but the matter was settled for her by 
the dropping of her horse as if it were shot 
Captain Betterton and Walter Firebrace released 
her, and, without heeding her cries and moans— 
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there was no time to spare for such weakness — 
set her before Abdallah on the mottled grey. 
Abdallah spoke an encouraging word to the grey, 
and touched her with his left heel, and away she 
flew, tearing the creepers in her course, making 
the blood-red poisonous blossoms shower about 
her, and exciting the haunting vultures to hoarse 
cries of impatience and fear. 

Again those that were left urged their beasts 
forward, and again the vultures which had not 
been able to secure a share of the animals that 
had already dropped flapped with fierce cries 
about the heads of the remaining horses and the 
mules and drove them well-nigh mad. The French 
Abd-el-Kader dismounted, and he and Walter 
Firebrace on foot urged the mules forward, while 
Captain Betterton still brought up the rear with 
Will in his arms, and Miss Malleson riding by his 
side. 

The gorge seemed interminable. Still the 
blossoms, like drops of blood, the trailing, clinging 
creepers, and the disgusting orchids surrounded 
them, and extended before them. And now 
the poison of the air began to tell upon the 
human beings as well as upon the beasts. The 
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throat swelled, pains seized the back of the neck, 
shivers ran about the loins, and lassitude and a 
desire for sleep pervaded all the person. The 
beasts also drooped and breathed heavily ; and 
it was clear that they must be affected like their 
masters. Monsieur Gogny pinched himself to 
keep himself active, and whacked the mules to 
make them travel with speed, and they and he 
were in a lather of heat. 

" I feel my horse trembling and giving way ! " 
exclaimed Miss Malleson. "I must get off!" 

She dismounted, but she would not forsake the 
beast. She encouraged and urged it, and at length 
dragged it forward, and finally she and the horse 
fell down overcome together. Captain Betterton 
set Will upon a mule under Walter's hand, and 
sprang to Miss Malleson's aid. He raised her 
up in his arms. 

"Oh, the horse! the poor horse that has 
carried me!" she murmured. "Must it be 
left ? " 

" It must ! " said Betterton. " There is no help 
for it I — Walter," he said, turning to the lad, " can 
you carry Will? I'm afraid if we burden the 
mules any more, distressed as they are, they may 



The Throat of Death 133 

give in, and that would be far worse for us than 
the loss of the horses ! " 

So he, with Miss Malleson on his shoulder, and 
Walter with Will, and each with a hand on one 
of the striving and trembling mules, and Gogny 
urging the beasts forward, now on this side and 
now on that, fared forward with infinite labour 
at the greatest pace they could accomplish ; and 
the heavy, poisoned breath whistled in their throats, 
and strained their nostrils, and still the vultures 
flapped and cried over them. 

They looked out with the wildest longing and 
anxiety for the return of Abdallah and his fleet 
grey mare, but Abdallah came not. Had he also 
dropped by the way, with his burden ? They tore 
the muffling handkerchiefs from their mouths, and 
gladly would have lain down to die. But obstinacy, 
more than hope even, kept them going. At length 
they were gladdened by the sight of Abdallah and 
his grey galloping towards them. 

" The lady ! " gasped Captain Betterton, setting 
Miss Malleson before Abdallah on the horse. 

It was difficult to utter words at all now, but 
his meaning was plain. Abdallah, however, 
refused to depart alone. 
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" With perseverance and the help of Allah," 
said he, " we shall all lie down in a little while 
in the health and safety of the open plain ! " 

He undid the tether rope of palmetto fibre from 
about the neck of his mare, and insisted on its 
being fastened to the head of the foremost mule. 
" They will gladly run," said he, " to their utmost 
strength, seeing the mare before." 

Captain Betterton yielded to the arrangement 
which Abdallah suggested. The mules were 
already fastened together on a string, so to say, 
and therefore, with Walter holding on to the 
foremost mule, Gogny to the middle mule, and 
Captain Betterton with Will to the third, they 
all galloped forward together, Abdallah leading 
the way and helping the pace of those behind. 
Presently Walter showed signs of labour and 
distress. 

" Courage; mon bon ! " cried the fat Frenchman 
behind him, who was streaming with perspiration. 
" It will soon be at an end ! " 

By-and-by — how long they could not tell ; 
it seemed an hour, but it was probably only a 
few minutes — they saw the country open before 
them, and felt a fresh breeze blow on their faces. 
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Abdallah rode out into the fresh, open plain, 

quite clear of the Throat of Death and its poison, 

dragging the others after him. He stopped, and 

they all collapsed, and gladly stretched themselves 

out on the bare stony ground. 

The sun was not yet fully set, so that the whole 
passage through the horrors and trials of the 
Throat of Death could not have taken much more 
than an hour. 



CHAPTER X 

THE FRENCH CONQUEST [OF THE LITTLE PEOPLE 

WHEN Captain Betterton came to himself 
and looked around him the stars were 
hanging like globes of light out of a pure sky, and 
the moon was rising. A fire was burning close at 
hand, and on the fire hung a pot which Abdallah 
was tending and tasting. The Captain sat up on 
his elbow, and saw that the rest of the company 
still lay asleep — or, as if asleep — comfortably 
disposed towards the fire, while Abdallah's grey 
mare and the mules grazed the scanty mountain 
herbage a little way off. The sight of the animals 
assured him that the memory of the passage of 
the Throat of Death could not be a dream, and 
his weak and weary condition told him he had 
not yet recovered from it. Abdallah came and 
looked at him. 

" Praise be to Allah ! '* said he fervently. " For 

we have escaped from the Throat of DeathP 
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Betterton inquired concerning the others. "They 
do well," said Abdallah. " They sleep. As for 
the young one, I have bound up the leg which 
swelled, and he will soon leap upon the rocks like 
a wild goat." 

" I think then, Abdallah, I shall lie down again 
and sleep. There appears to be no danger of 
attack from beasts or men." 

" Will not the sidi," said Abdallah, " rise and 
eat and drink and become strong? For we 
know not what is before us, O master of adventure, 
and the day will soon dawn." 

" The day dawn ? " exclaimed Betterton. " Has 
not the moon but just risen ? " 

" Truly," laughed Abdallah ; " the head of the 
master of adventure must have been turned on 
his shoulders by witchcraft, for he is not wont 
to see the moon rise in the west ! " 

" Then," exclaimed Betterton, " I have slept all 
night!" 

" And these, O master of adventure, sleep still," 
answered Abdallah. 

" Call me no more * master of adventure,' " said 
Betterton sadly. " For where would I and these be, 
O Abdallah, had it not been for thee and thy mare?" 
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** Truly," said Abdallah, with swelling pride ; 
" I bless the day that permitted me to show what 
mettle my grey pearl was of! And truly we rode 
well, she and I. But yet art thou the master 
of adventure. Did not my father see it written 
between thine eyes? And have I not therefore 
come with thee to see strange things?" 

" Thou flatterest, O Abdallah," said the Captain. 
" But it is well. And now am I strong to rise and 
eat, for it is wisely written, that the countenance of 
a friend giveth strength, and thou art my friend." 

He gave Abdallah his hand, Abdallah 
pressed it to his bosom, and together they went 
to consider the contents of the pot Abdallah 
related that, knowing they were without any 
provision except some barley-cakes, he had 
looked round. He had wandered afield when he 
had hobbled the beasts, and he had found a kid 
caught in a thorn-bush, and it was now stewed 
and ready for eating. 

" Then," said Betterton, " it is likely that there 
is a herd not far off and herdmen." 

"It is likely, O sidi," answered Abdallah. 

" We had better, therefore, keep a watchful 
eye," said Betterton. 
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"The wise man," said Abdallah, "ever carries 
his eye to discover danger as with a lantern." 

Disturbed, probably, by their voices, Walter 
Firebrace rose on his elbow, like a person 
awaking from a dream, and cried out : 

" Will, ril never forget that camel, as long as 
I live ! Where am I ? Where is Will ? " 

Betterton reassured him, and soon the whole 
party were awake, recovered and refreshed with 
sleep, and ready to eat They were in good 
spirits, all grateful for dangers past, and hopeful 
about dangers to come, though Miss Malleson 
still bitterly regretted the fate of the poor beasts 
feft to be devoured, first by the vultures, and 
next by the horrible orchids of the gorge of 

death. 

The sun rose through the break in the moun- 
tains •behind them which marked the gorge, and 
its horizontal rays touched the snow-capped 
mountains before them in the distant west, with 
a tender pink like the blush of a girl. Captain 
Betterton assured himself by examination that 
Will's hurt was no more than a sprain, from 
which his young muscles would soon recover, 
and then he called Walter Firebrace to accompany 



140 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

him on a walk till breakfast should be fully 
ready. 

" We must find water," said he, " water to 
drink and water to wash with, for the beasts 
have spoiled the puddle that Abdallah found." 

When they came out from the shelter of : 

I 

the rocks and bushes where they had rested . 
all the country stretched before them, softly 
covered with the white mists of morning. This 
much was plain, however, that they were on 
high ground, which sloped gradually away 
from them till it disappeared under the sea of 
mist. 

"And is this the land of the Ait Roum?" 
asked Walter. 

" I suppose this is the land of the Ait 
Roum, my boy," said the Captain. 

"It doesn't seem very different from other 
lands, does it ? " 

" rU wait till the mist clears away before I ^ 
pronounce, sir," answered the Captain. 

They came to a humpy hillock covered with 
lentisk and palmetto bushes. From among the 
bushes a small clear stream trickled, and 
pushing and crushing their way onwards they 
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discovered a well enclosed with great hewn 
stones. Captain Betterton stood an instant in 
astonishment, and then knelt and tasted the 
water of the well 

" Beautiful ! " he said, and stooped lower and 
drank his fill. 

He rose, and looking through a tangled vista 
of the bushes exclaimed, " Holloa I " Walter 
looked quickly in the same direction, and he 
also exclaimed " Holloa ! " He had a glimpse 
of a little coffee-coloured man — about three feet 
high — wearing a kind of kilt of leaves, and 
ivith a shock of hair which made his head 
seem abnormally large. There was a twang, 
a small arrow whizzed by Betterton's ear, and 
the little man had disappeared. 

** By Jove ! " exclaimed the Captain. " That's 
not nice ! So the story of the little people 
seems true after all. Well, whatever the little 
fellow has done, he and his like have never 
built this well. We'd better get back." 

They returned with speed, and told the com- 
pany about the well and the little man ; and 
all were agog with anxiety and speculation. 
** We must look out for ourselves," said the 
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Captain, "and see that we are not surprised 
and surrounded." 

" Oh, surely," exclaimed Miss Malleson, " we 
are not going to begin here by fighting?" 

" I hope not," said Captain Betterton ; " but 
the best way to avoid fighting is to keep 
watch and be ready armed." 

Having so said, he went to the baggage, and 
for the first time opened his case of rifles. He 
said that he and Abdallah would keep watch 
and ward while the others took breakfast, and 
then while he and Abdallah breakfasted Walter 
and Monsieur Gogny-Abd-el-Kader would go on 
guard. 

Nothing, however, occurred to disturb them ; 
so, when breakfast was over, the mules were 
loaded and Will Malleson seated on one of 
them, and the rest set forward on foot, with 
Abdallah riding some distance ahead to act as 
vedette^ or look-out. They all paused and drank 
at the well where the little man had been 
discovered, and then they continued on their 
way with anxiety and expectation. Would they 
be received in friendly or hostile fashion by the 
people of the land? Would they find "Uncle 
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Tom," "the White Kaid," or would their tedious 
and dangerous journey into the land of the Ait 
Roum have no such result? 

But, as they went on, their minds were taken 
off doubts and fears by the sweetness and 
sprightliness of the air — which they sniffed up 
to savour it, as a visitor sniffs the air of the 
sea, and which gave them a careless gaiety 
like that provoked by a draught of champagne 
— and by the prospect which opened out before 
them while the sun rose higher and drank up 
the niists. First there shone out and flashed 
back the sun's rays like a mirror a calm lake, 
of an oval shape, which Captain Betterton 
guessed might be some seven or eight miles 
long by four broad ; but its farther end was 
still somewhat obscured. It was girt about by 
a rocky coast, which even at that distance 
could be made out very plainly through the 
clear air to be of a curious upright construc- 
tion, like great pillars bound together, sometimes 
very high, sometimes low, and sometimes broken 
in upon by little bays. 

" It's what is called columnar basalt^ I believe,'* 
said the Captain to Miss Malleson. " It is 
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plainly all volcanic hereabout, and by the Ic^ 
of things the volcanoes have been active wit] 
the last thousand years." 

" How can you tell that, Captain Betterton 
called Will from his seat on the mule. 

But answer was prevented by the exclamatic 
of pleasure which sounded from every or 
when, on turning a bulging hill which partJ 
interrupted the view, they saw at the far eiP 
of the lake — as if built upon the tops of tb 
columns of basalt — a considerable city. It w^ 
clearly not like most North African cities— 
clearly not Mohammedan — for no minare 
showed anywhere to mark a mosque : all wa 
flat and white, relieved here and there by th 
green of trees. They hgid but noted the cit; 
and let their eyes dwell on it during son: 
seconds of wonder when Abdallah rode bac 
with the disturbing news that a great compar 
of little people with sticks and bows and arro^ 
were coming that way, v loubtless with the i 
tention of finding them and taking their vr 
of them. The Captain therefore thought it w^ 
that the party should linger behind, but n« 
halt, while he and Abdallah went forward ' 
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Parley with the little people. Thus they con- 
tir^ued until the crowd of little people appeared 
^"^ith shrill cries and threatening gestures. 

Abdallah and his horse seemed to impress 

*^^m, and certainly won a hearing for Captain 

^^tterton. The Captain declared in his best 

■Arabic that he and his friends were come into 

tl^€ country with no unfriendly intention, but 

^rily to see their king — if they had one — and 

^c> inquire after his royal health and the noble 

«^alth of some of his friends. The Captain 

^I^oke well and fluently, according to his custom, 

^"Ut the little people either did not understand 

^>x- did not care a fig-leaf for his excellent 

-A^rabic. Abdallah tried them with Shluh, the 

Native Berber or Kabyle speech, but his Shluh 

pfoduced no better effect than the Arabic 

^f Captain Betterton ; and all the while they 

looked frightened enough to run away if a big 

^an roared " Bo ! " at them, and threatening 

^ough to let fly a shower of arrows which 

should put an end to the Malleson party. 

At that instant of touch-and-go Captain 
fetterton heard a suppressed laugh behind him, 
J^d "bothering" the boys, who could not be 

ID 
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serious in the most anxious circumstances, he 
turned to see the cause of the laughter, if there 
were one. To his amazement he saw Monsieur 
Gogny-Abd-el-Kader making the most grotesque 
faces — he had a pleasing faculty that way — 
and twittering on his toes like a dancer, with 
his palms spread out 

" What are you doing that for ? " demanded 
the Captain sternly. 

"Monsieur," replied Gogny-Abd-el-Kader with 
extreme solemnity, " I am trying to make them 
laugh. If they laugh they do not shoot. C'est 
vrat ! 

Captain Better ton thought that Gogny-Abd- 
el-Kader was not altogether a fool, and he d/d 
not forbid him to "make them laugh." In 
truth, the fat Monsieur Gogny, now drawinj 
himself up long as a Pharisee, and now de.^ 
pressing and squeezing himself down like 
compressed Jack-in-the-box, and pirouetting ai^^^ 
making india-rubber faces, and sniffing and 
snuffling and chortling and coughing, so con?- 
pletely subdued the little people that they wept 
and sneezed, and held their sides, and rolled on the 
ground, all in the extremest ecstasy of laughter. - 

I 



\ 



French Conquest of the Little People 147 

The French conquest of the little people was 
complete. 

" Cest finiy tiisieul^ said Gogny, with a trium- 
phant flourish of his fingers towards the Captain. 
"It is done! Alors ! Voyez-vous T' 

It was a most remarkable end to all their 
solemn anxiety concerning their reception by 
the little people. Monsieur Gogny was the kind 
of humourist who delights in a Jew's-harp. He 
cherished that instrument and carried it always 
about him. He now produced it with the most 
delightful results. He began to play upon it, 
and marched forward down the slope of the 
hills towards the lake and the city, and the little 
P^ple rolled over and over, and danced, and 
slapped their knees, at the excruciating joke of 
a great fat man producing the musical sound 
of an insect. The Malleson party fell in behind 
Monsieur Gogny, and the little people danced 
round and round the party, and thus with 
Monsieur Gogny-Abd-el-Kader at their head, 
playing the Jew's-harp and making grotesque 
faces, the whole company advanced triumphantly 
onward. 
And now the English folk began to perceive, 
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as they went on, that the country showed itse 
luxuriantly fertile. First they came upon fiel 
of barley and millet, and then as they pass 
lower, nearer the level of the lake and the cit 
they made a delicious progress among vin 
which were trained in festoons between trees 
olive and of orange. The vines were in bios 
and exhaled a pleasant scent, and by the eff( 
of contrast they reminded the party of the horri 
blossoms of the Throat of Death. 

They advanced thus, sufficiently pleased vr\ 
each other, for some miles. Their course was st 
downward from the mountain slopes to the plai 
and everywhere the country gave evidence of caj 

ful and exact cultivation ; crops and fruits wt ^ 

growing, and little men, like those who escorted t-A( 
party, were busy in the fields and orchards. B ^«it 
Monsieur Gogny could not go on playing tK=^c 
fool and the Jew's-harp for ever. The exubera^^^^ 
effect of his behaviour upon the little people ws 
passing off, and they were resuming their firss- 
demeanour of mingled fear and suspicion, wh( 
a body of black horsemen swung into view, an 
upon seeing the party escorted by the little me 
they swooped down upon them. The little peopl^^ 



French Conqriest of the Little People 1 49 

instantly broke and scattered silently in all direc- 
tions, and the newcomers surrounded and took 
possession of the Malleson party. They were 
stalwart Soudanese negroes like those whom the 
Sultans of Morocco have for centuries maintained 
as their bodyguard, known to history and tradition 
as Bokharis) and these were dressed and armed 
like the Bokharis of the Moorish court, except 
that they carried no guns. The Kaid, or Captain, 
advanced. He was a negro of the purest breed, 
with that brutal insolence of look which the full 
negro lips and flat nose always suggest. His right 
arm was bare to the shoulder, and looked like a 
bronze cast from an ancient Greek statue of an 
athlete : there was no doubt he was a splendid 
Hercules of a fellow. Because Abdallah was 
mounted he evidently took him for the chief of 
the party, and him he addressed, — in Arabic, as 
it happened. 

" Whence come ye ? " he cried in a big bass 
voice. 

Abdallah looked at Captain Betterton. 

"Answer him," said the Captain. 

"We come, O Kaid," answered Abdallah, 
" from the Throat of Deaths and beyond." 



150 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

" The Throat of Death ! " exclaimed the Kaid. 
He glanced round upon his followers, and a 
grey shade of pallor passed upon all their faces. 
" What ! " he exclaimed again. " Thou and all 
this company and these beasts? Of a truth, 
never have any beasts passed the Throat before ; 
and seldom has any man, and never has such a 
company ! " 

« It is as Allah has willed ! " said Abdallah. 

At the mention of Allah the Kaid and all 
his following laughed. 

" It shall be," said the Kaid, « as the King wills, 
the King of Kool-sim, And before him must we 
conduct you. We must haste; his morning 
session begins an hour after dawn." 

Without another word the negro soldiers — ^for, 
such they seemed to be — arranged that all the 
party should be mounted, and away they trotted, 
dragging the baggage mules after them. 

^' Kool-siml' murmured Betterton to Abdallah, 
behind whom he rode on the mottled-grey mare. 
" Koolsim means * eat poison * in Arabic, does it 
not ? Why that name, I wonder ? " 



CHAPTER XI 

THE CITY OF KOOL-SIM 

THEY all rode clattering onward by field 
and orchard, which were quite unfenced, 
and the little people — who appeared to be the 
workers of the country— paused from their toil 
to look at them as they passed, and then went 
on with it again. As they rode the white walls 
of the city came into view, and a great gateway 
through the walls. The arch of the gateway 
was unlike the arches commonly seen in Africa ; 
it was like the arches seen in Roman remains 
in Italy and elsewhere, and Captain Betterton 
declared later that it and the wall were un- 
doubtedly Roman. In the gateway there was 
no gate, and they rode through without challenge, 
both of which facts suggested that among the 
authorities there could be no thought of invasion. 
It was only when they were in the gateway 

that they noticed the walls were truly of black 
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basalt, and that their outward appearance of 
whiteness was produced by repeated layers of 
whitewash. When they had passed through the 
gateway they entered upon a steep street which 
led them towards the heart of the city. On 
either hand were houses and shops, which had 
a singular appearance. They were built of basalt, 
like the walls of the city, and, like the walls, 
were whitewashed ; but they had no shape in 
particular, and the stones of the walls were as 
often as not flowery capitals, and pieces of fluted 
pillars, set anyhow. It was as if a few ancient 
Roman palaces had been pulled down and carted 
there, and the people had built up their houses 
from the materials with no sense of order or of 
style. 

But of all these things, and of his reasons for 
thinking the city, mutilated and tumbled though 
it was, a genuine Roman remain. Captain Betterton 
will himself write fully in the book he has 
planned. 

The shops were open — shops of bakers and 
confectioners, and of butchers and of clothiers ; 
though one might have thought there was little 
demand for clothing among these people, who 
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were small, like the workers in the fields and 
orchards outside the city, and who appeared 
clothed only in a single longish garment like a 
sleeveless shirt, so that they looked to the 
interested and amused eyes of Walter and Will 
just like brown, shock-headed school children in 
pinafores. 

So they rode on, eyed with indifference by the 

shopkeepers and the few customers who were 

about, up and on till they came to a great 

square, which seemed the crowning height of the 

city. There were buildings all round it, of the 

same higgledy-piggledy order as those in the 

streets below, and whitewashed also like them, 

and a fountain in the middle, broken, but not 

dry ; for water welled up in it, and overflowed 

and ran away in a channel which it had evidently 

worn for itself, — ran away out of the square and 

down the street * About the square lounged a 

great many armed negroes, like those who 

escorted the Malleson party, and others also who 

seemed Arabs or Moors. These last were much 

fewer than the negroes, and did not mix with 

them, and maintained an appearance of greater 

authority and dignity ; indeed, there seemed the 
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same kind of difference between the two parties 
as would appear in a barrack-square between a 
multitude of lounging soldiers and the few officers 
who might be about. The Arabs or Moors 
were mostly mounted, and one of them rode 
forward to meet the Malleson party. He was 
a wonderfully bearded man for an Arab, as were 
all his fellows, 

" Who are these, O Kaid ? " he demanded. 

"These, O Kaid of the Gate," answered the 
negro Kaid sulkily, ** we found some distance 
beyond the city when making our morning 
round. They were in the hands of the little 
ones, and they say they have come through the 
Throat of Deathr 

" The Throat of Death ! " exclaimed the Kaid 
of the Gate. "What? All these— and their. 
beasts? Then, of a truth, must they have eaten 
poison to prepare themselves to win through the 
poisoned place I " 

"Nay, O Kaid of the Gate," said Captain 
Betterton, looking round Abdallah from his seat 
behind him, "we prepared ourselves only with 
a strong resolution, which, as the wise man de- 
clares, is the life of life." 
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The Kaid of the Gate stared at the speaker, 
and then laughed. 

" Are ye one or two ? " he demanded. "If 
ye are two, then is it a strange and unusual 
fashion which sets the Master on the tail of his 
horse ! " 

Abdallah laughed aloud. 

"It is thus, O Kaid of the Gate," he answered. 
" I am the master of this beast, and therefore I 
ride her ; but behind me sits the master of this 
adventure, and he sits there because he has no 
beast of his own, his own being left with those 
unfortunate brutes and men who have failed to 
win through to the sweetness and delight of this 
land of wine and olives." 

At that light and cheerful answer the Kaid 
of the Gate's face clouded. 

" Sweetness and delight ! " he murmured. 
" Wine and olives ! Little thou knowest ! The 
head of wisdom doth not sit on thy shoulders ! 
But thou art Arab or Berber ; which ? " 

** I am of the people of the land of my birth, 
O Kaid of the Gate," answered Abdallah vaguely. 
*• I have inquired no more, and therefore thou 
inquirest further in vain." 
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"But," continued the Kaid of the Gate, "he 
who rides on the tail, and these," indicating 
with a sweep of his hand the rest of thfe party, 
" they are neither Arab nor Berber : whence are 
they ? " 

"We are of Europe, O Kaid of the Gate," 
answered Betterton. 

"And what strong resolution," demanded the ' 
Kaid of the Gate, " inspired the sons and 
daughters of Europe to adventure the Throat 
of Death ? " 

" The strong resolution, O Kaid of the Gate," 
answered Betterton, "to find one who is lost — 
lost, it is thought, in this land." 

" The lost who come here," said the Kaid of 
the Gate, "are lost, indeed. But," he added . 
hurriedly, "these are matters for the King and 
his Court. Come." 

He dismounted, and the Malleson party dis- 
mounted, all except the lamed Will. He led 
and the party followed, now deserted by the 
negro soldiers. The other Arabs or Moors 
watched his approach with eagerness. 

"Guard these till my return," said he to the 
Arabs on foot, indicating the mules and baggage. 



The City of Kool-Sim 157 

He passed on, turning his head only to see 
that the persons of the party followed him. 

" Courage, mon ban ! " said Monsieur Gogny, 
taking Will from his place on one of the mules 
and carrying him in his arms. " We are going 
to see the King. I have not seen a king, — never 
of the life ! Now ! Enfin ! I shall be glad ! " 

The Kaid of the Gate led through a vast court, 
and paused at a guarded door at the end. 

" Here," said he, " in my house must wait the 
women and the boys. These are' truly women ? " 
he inquired. 

" They are," answered the Captain. 
** It is well," said the Kaid, " but never before 
have I seen other women than my own without 
veils." 

" But why must we be separated ? " asked the 
Captain. 

" Won\en and boys must not appear before 
the King," said the Kaid. " But fear not No 
harm will come to them here : I swear it by my 
beard." 

"We had better obey," said Miss Malleson 
sweetly. "We shall probably be worse off if 
we try to disobey." 
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"And ril look after Will and the ladies," 
said Walter. 

So the three men went on in silence with the 
Kaid of the Gate, after the others had been 
housed, on through another court, and then 
another, and another, and as they went on 
the more barbarously magnificent became the 
decorations of the walls and floors, in staring 
combinations of crude red, yellow, green, and 
blue — such combinations and contrasts of colour 
as made the eyes ache and set the teeth on 
edge. 

"If the King is responsible for this show," 
murmured Captain Betterton to himself, "he 
must be colour-blind ! " 

As they went on there grew upon the hearing 
a great babble and jabble of shrill voices, such 
as come from a crowded playground of children. 
At length the advancing party was stopped by 
a guard of four great negroes, with whom lounged 
an aged Arab or Moor with a long white beard. 
The aged Arab came forward. 

" These, O Kaid of the Doors," said the Kaid 
of the Gate, "are for the presence of the King 
and the Court." And he explained the reason 
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of their coming, and told what he could concerning 
the party. 

Then the Kaid of the Doors beckoned the three 
men on, and the Kaid of the Gate returned whence 
he had come. They advanced till there was but a 
door between them and the babel of voices. There 
the old Kaid of the Doors paused, and drew a 
small peep-hole slide and spoke through it. Then, 
turning to the party, he said, — 

" The Vizier of Kool-sim will conduct you to 
the presence of the Brother of the Sun, the 
Lord of the Serpents, the glorious King Ha-ha- 
Amigdal." 

He said that in a mumbling fashion, without 
any sincerity and without any interest, as a dull 
boy might repeat a lesson which has been dinned 
into him. They waited, and Abdallah steadfastly 
considered the face of the old man, and at length 
addressed him. 

" Verily," said he, " O Kaid of the Doors, thou 
remindest me of one who is far away, even of my 
own father, whom Allah have in his keeping!" 

" Hush ! " said the old man, laying a finger on 
his lip. " The name of Allah must not be uttered 
here ! But who is thy father, young man ? ** 
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" My father dwelt in this place for more than 
thirty moons. He has told me that he had then 
a friend named Mallem Hamed, who had a great 
beard like him, and who was otherwise like him 
as one almond is like another.** 

" Ah, wallahy ! ** exclaimed the old man. " And 
here Mallem Hamed still remains — ^in the accursed 
land of poison and sorcery ! And thou art the 
son of the friend of my heart, even of Abdallah, 
the wise and cunning one? We were together 
when he *was here as a double almond is in its 
shell. Ah, wallahy ! But, hush ! Here comes the 
Vizier.** 

A little man of between three and four feet high 
came through the door. He was thin, and of a pro- - 
nounced Jewish type in features, though of mucl 
darker complexion than a Jew, while he wore 
huge, high turban, and magnificent silken garments . 
like those of a Moorish lord. He addressed th^ _ 
Kaid of the Doors with extreme arrogance in ^ 
language unknown to Betterton and Abdallahzzi 
and the Kaid answered him humbly in the ^nm 1^ 

speech. The Kaid of the Doors bade the part 

follow the Vizier, — who was plainly too great a ma — 
to utter the order himself, — and they followed 
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Vizier through another door, and up a staircase to 
a gallery, where the full force of the babel of voices, 
which had been for some time beating on their 
hearing, burst upon them. They found they were 
in the gallery of the court which was filled with the 
sound ; and, looking down, they saw a crowd, a 
jostling crowd, of little men in turbans and other- 
wise arrayed like the Vizier who now conducted 
them. The little men all had little things like 
note-books in their hands, and they bawled against 
each other in a language unintelligible. 

^^ La Bourse I ^^ exclaimed Monsieur Gogny at 
once. 

" Yes," said Captain Betterton, " I should think 
it's a good deal like the Stock Exchange — except 
that they can't have stocks here to change — and 
certainly the people, like our friend in front, look 
more Jewish than any Jews." 

Perhaps they are Jews," said Monsieur Gogny. 
They may be," said the Captain ; " but they 
talk a language I don't understand, and I know 
llebrew and Syriac as well as Arabic and Mo- 
^hrebbin." 

Having passed the gallery they descended again 
\y a stairway to the level of the courts. They 

II 
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were ordered to wait in an ante-room unde 
guard of four negro soldiers. While they w 
they were served by little, brown, shock-he 
men in pinafores with wine, and bread, and o 
The prospect of the refection raised their d: 
ing spirits ; but the experience terribly defi 
expectation. The bread ate as if it were bak( 
half sand, the black olives were as bitter as 
and — worst of all — the wine was like ink. Ye 
bread and the olives filled, and the wine refres 
In a little while the Vizier returned, and 
them away again, into a great hall, the wal 
which were decorated with colours even 
madly garish than those of the outer cc 
Along either side of the hall lounged turh 
little men, like those in the court of La Bt 
These all turned and gazed on the Cap* 
party as it entered led by the little Vizier, 
the eyes of the three were attracted to the i 
end, where was a representation of a rair 
Under the rainbow on a dais, or platform 
cross-legged, a little man smothered in magnii 
apparel. On his head he wore a tall tar 
which looked wonderfully like a fool's cap, 
round the brow with a small yellow turban, ^ 
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^bout his person flowed gorgeous silks. He 

looked like a vicious Jew. His nose was hooked, 

^is lips were so thick as to seem swollen, and his 

Wack eyes were sharp and cunning. He had no 

l^ard to speak of — and in that he and his people 

^^re unlike Jews — less beard, indeed, than a Japa- 

'^^se is able to grow. A little to his left stood the 

'^aid of the black company which had brought 

the Malleson party into the city. Behind him 

stcx)d big negroes, one with a huge bare sword, 

^nether with an axe, a third with a spear, and 

^ fourth with a cord and a bundle of canes ; these, 

"^^ doubt, were his executioners, for it was plain 

^*^^t the little man was the King. 

The Vizier advanced and made obeisance before 
^*^, by prostrating himself on hands and knees 
^^d licking dust from the floor ; and then he 
^^Ood up, and made a gesture towards Captain 
"^^tterton and the rest. A low voice sounded 
^hind them. 

** The Vizier bids you make obeisance to the 
^ing." 

It was the old Arab, Mallem Hamed, who 
^Poke; he had doubtless come by instruction to 
^^t as interpreter. 
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" Bow," said the Captain ; and they all bowed 
with their hands on their breast ^ 

All the while the little King was playing like a 
child with cup and ball, and all the members of his 
court down both sides of the room were doing 
likewise. When he left off they left off, and when 
he went on they went on ; in that seemed to con- 
sist their politeness, for they paid him no other 
attention. When the Vizier finished a long account 
of these strangers whom he introduced, the King ; 

asked a question of the old Arab, and discontinued Jj 

his play with cup and ball ; but then he fingered ^ 
his bare toes which stuck out from under his silken 
garments. When some quick questions and 
answers had passed between him and the old. 
Arab the latter turned to the Malleson party. 

"The King," said he in Arabic, "the Brothei 
of the Sun, the Lord of the Serpents, demands 
to know who is he whom ye have come here t< 
seek." 

Now Captain Betterton thought it not quil 
prudent to answer that question at once, and 
began, "Answer the King, the Brother of 
Sun, the Lord of the Serpents, that, hearing 
the wonders and glories of this land, we ha^ 
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^^'^^ to see them for ourselves, and to look upon 
^ face of the Brother of the Sun and the Lord 
^^ t:Ke Serpents." 

that, when the old Arab translated, the 



^'■^•^ laughed in a shrill screech, showing very 



"S*V, pointed, yellow teeth. Hearing the King 
^^^gli, the black Kaid laughed too with a loud, 

*^ Sonant hoot like that of an owl. And then 

^^^ King turned and snarled at him in anger, and 

strange thing happened which struck dismay 

^'^^ horror into the hearts of Captain Better ton 

'^^ his companions. The King snatched some- 
^^g from his bosom, and with finger and thumb 

^st it at the laughing Kaid. It stuck in the 

"^S black's neck, showing like a crowquill. At 



^^e his laughter ceased, for an instant he was 

^*"Vick like a stone, and then he put up his 

^r^d and felt what was in his neck. He did 

^^t: dare to draw the dart out, but clasping his 

^^nds he uttered a piteous howl and dropped 



his knees ; and all the courtiers looked on 

*t:h vicious faces of approval. While the King 

S^Ve orders for the wretched man's removal by 

*^^ blacks behind him, the old Arab drew to 

^*^e side of Abdallah and Captain Betterton. 
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"He is struck," he said in an awe-smitten 
whisper, "with the mysterious dart of deadly 
poison which only the King carries! He knows 
that already there is in his blood the poison of 
tumefaction, and that after two days of agony 
he will horribly die!" 

While the smitten Kaid was being removed by 
his fellows, the King resumed his play with cup 
and ball, and the courtiers did likewise. When 
he was gone the King repeated his question to 
the old Arab, and the Arab repeated it to Captain 
Betterton. 

"The King, the Brother of the Sun, the Lord 
of the Serpents, demands again to know who is ^^ ^ 
he whom ye have come here to seek." 

Then Captain Betterton thought it well to ^z:^::^^ 

answer directly, and as soundingly as possible. ^ » X"ie 

" A goodly man and strong," said he ; " one whoczz::* 
was known in the lands outside this as the Kai£i^ _S- _/(/ 
of the Hand, the Kaid of Blows, the Protector '^^ — ^a- :o;. 
of the Poor, the friend of the great Kaid El Madan- ^ m\i^ 
lord of Teluct and Moharram." 

The answer was translated by the old Ara b, 

but the King shook his head slowly, as if ^^^■^o 
signify that he could recall no such person amon -^g 



o 
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those who had entered the land, and all the 
courtiers shook their heads also. Then he asked 
another question which the old Arab translated. 

" The King demands to know how many moons 
it is supposed to be since the goodly and strong 
man entered this land." 

" Not more than nine moons," answered the 
Captain. 

Then it appeared to him and the others as if, 
of a sudden, a new, a fixed look of interest came 
into the faces of both King and courtiers. The 
King made answer which the Arab translated. 

"No such man has during that time entered 
the land." 

The King spoke again, and the Arab signified 
to Captain Betterton that the audience was at 
an end ; and he led him and his companions 
from the hall of presence with their hopes of 
hearing of Tom Malleson thus rudely dashed. 

" Your business is not yet at an end," whispered 
the Arab when they were out of the hall. " Be 
watchful and crafty, for you have to do with 
the King of Kool-simr 



CHAPTER XII 

THE KAID OF THE DOORS EXPLAINS 

THE old Arab led on, back through the courts, 
till he reached a point where there was 
no onlooker. Then he turned and said — 

"The King has put you in my chaise for the 
present. And," he continued, laying his hand on 
Abdallah's, "for the sake of my old friendship 
with your father, young man, I, even I, Mallem 
Hamed, will be to you as a father in this accursed 
place, from which there is no escape. Is there 
aught that ye would have me do for you first?" 

"Recover us our friends, our beasts, and our 
baggage," said the Captain at once. 

" It shall be as you desire," said Mallem Hamed. 

He led them back to where the women and 
the boys had been left, and then all together 
they proceeded again to the open square, where 
again they were looked upon with curiosity by 
the lounging blacks and Arabs. They recovered 

x68 
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their beasts and their baggage, and so they pro- 
ceeded with the old Kaid of the Doors to his house. 

" Ye are welcome," said he, " for the sake of 
my old friend Abdallah, who miraculously escaped 
from this place, where, wallahy, I still abide 
after many, many years." 

They passed through a gateway into a courtyard 
like that of a Moorish house, where the horse 
was unsaddled and the mules unburdened. Then 
they all went and sat upon rugs in a shady room 
overlooking the courtyard, and wine and food 
was brought to them. These proved to be like 
the food and drink of which the men had already 
partaken. The boys tasted the black olives and 
made wry faces. They abandoned the olives and 
bit the bread, and they thought they were chew- 
ing sand. Miss Malleson and Miss Tubbs tasted 
the wine. Miss Tubbs turned pale and cried out — 

" Oh ! I am poisoned ! " 

" It's nauseous stuff," said Captain Betterton. 
" But it's not poison." 

" Well, if it's not poison," said Miss Tubbs, " it's 
Stephens' Blue-black ink ! Ugh ! The deceiving 
stuff I" 

Their Arab host understood. 
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"Alas," said he, "here is only the bread of 
affliction and the wine of bitterness; we avoid 
the wine, though the water is little better ; but we 
must eat the bread for there is no other in this 
land. Oh, that I might taste a date of Tafilet , 
before I die! Then should I be content, as 
one of the fortunate ! " 

"And who, O Kaid, are the fortunate?" asked 
the Captain. 

"In this land, sidi," answered the old Kaid, 
"the dead are the only fortunate!" 

" Tell me, O Kaid," said the Captain, " is it 
indeed true that no tall and goodly stranger has 
entered this land within the last nine or twelve 
moons?" 

" No stranger, O sidi," answered the Kaid, 
"great or small, has entered this city of Kool- 
Sim for many, many moons. I speak the truth." 
"Then," said the Captain, addressing Miss 
Malleson in English, "if your brother, as even 
this worthy old man declares, has never appeared 
here, he must either be lost in the Throat of 
Death or he is still at Teluet, and there is some 
other reason for his silence. In either case we 
had better get out of this as quickly as possible." 
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" I suppose we had," said Miss Malleson sadly, 
It is very disappointing." 

I bitterly regret," said the Captain in fierce 
self-reproach, " that I ever advised we should come 
here at all ! The blame of this is altogether 
mine !" 

" Mine quite as much," answered Miss Mal- 
leson ; " for I agreed with you it was best to 
come. We must be patient and brave, and try 
to get away. Perhaps this good old man can 
help us." 

Then the Captain fully explained to the Kaid 
that, since the person they came in search of had 
not been seen or heard of there, they must depart 
with all possible speed. 

"Ye will never leave this land," said the old 
man, shaking his head. " No one who comes here 
is ever permitted to depart ; and of those who 
have tried to escape in my time — and it is a 
long time, for I was a young man when I entered 
here — all save one, this young man's father, have 
perished miserably by the hands of the little 
people long before they reached the Throat of 
Death to attempt its passage again." 

'* But, O Kaid," said the Captain, ** this young 
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man's father told me there is another way out 
of this land, a way which he called the Way of 
Life." 

" He told me also, sidi, he had discovered such 
a way, but I know it not. He invited me to 
adventure it with him, but I would not Ah," 
he smiled in s^eeable recollection, " but he acted 
with craft and boldness ! He stole a horse from 
the royal stables ! He was pursued, but he 
plunged, horse and all, into the lake, whither 
no one dared follow him, and he was seen no 
more." 

"The horse also escaped," said Abdallah 
proudly. " He was the father of the mare I have 
ridden here ! Mashallah, but he was a horse ! " 

" Ah," exclaimed the Kaid, " said I not truly ? 
Truth is like a ring ; it returns to complete and 
confirm itself!" 

" Listen, O Kaid, and understand," said Captain 
Betterton, adopting the full-blown Arabian style. 
"A son of the English can do more than any 
man. If thy friend Abdallah escaped from this 
place, then that can I also, and, moreover, take 
these and thee with me. I, who am the master 
of the adventure, say it." 
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A kind of faded enthusiasm seemed to kindle 
in the old man's eye at these words ; but quickly 
he shook his head in doubt. " Only be faithful 
and wary to aid me, O Kaid, and thou, even thou, 
shalt yet eat of the sweet dates of Tafilet," insisted 
the Captain. " Now enlighten me, O Kaid, as 
to these people among whom we are. Whom 
among them must I look upon as enemies ? " 

Thus an elucidation of important information 
b^n, Captain Betterton translating to the others 
the Raid's replies as they were made. 

" Mashallah, sidi, all are enemies ! " said the 
Kaid. 

" Even the little people ? " demanded the 
Captain. 

"The little people, and all. It is thus, sidi. 

The little people are at the bottom, busy as the 

ants and numerous, but, like the ants, they can 

sting. Now the lords over them are the King 

and the other short people of the court who look 

Kke Jews ; by my beard, I believe they are Jews, 

returned from Gehennam. The King and his 

lords live upon the toil of the little people in field, 

and orchard, and workshop — as kings and lords 

live upon the poor everywhere— and they rule 
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them by means of the black Abids and of us — 
wallahy !— who wander here and cannot depart 
Thus it is, and not otherwise." 

** But," said the Captain, " why do not the 
Abids, who are big and brave, sweep away the 
little King and his little lords, who do not seem 
trained to the use of weapons and who carry no 
arms ? " 

" The sidi saw the reason when he was before 
the King. The King and his lords cany no 
arms, as we count arms, but they carry little 
darts which sting like serpents. Often the darts 
cast by the lords fail, but those cast by the King 
never fail, as the sidi saw for himself. These 
darts are more to be dreaded than all the swords 
and spears in the world, by all save the little 
people, who heed them not." 

"Why do not the little people heed them?" 

" A little dart pricks a little man, be he poor 
or noble, . pricks him, and no more. For this 
reason, sidi, that the blood of all these little people, 
who have dwelt here from the beginning of the 
world, is already poison, and the deadliness of a 
little dart is only in the poison it contains. Thus, 
sidi, the little men, rich and poor, fear only the 
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swords of the blacks, and the blacks fear only 
the poisoned darts." 

" And what do the Arabs fear ? " 
" The Arabs, sidi, fear God." 
" I remember, Kaid," said the Captain, " that 
you said, before we entered the presence of the 
King, that the name of Allah must not be openly 
mentioned here ; why so ? " 

" Because, sidi, the King and his people and the 
blacks are idolaters, whom may Allah burn in 
Gehennam ! They worship the sun and serpents ! 
And, wallahy ! the King has set up a new sun- 
god whom he and his people will have all men 
bow down to. May Allah forgive me that, to 
save my worthless life, I, even I, have bowed in 
the temple of their idol ! And so must ye, if 
ye would live." 

On that answer the Captain paused a little, 
and then continued, " But why do not you Arabs 
get little poisoned darts for yourselves and conquer 
the accursed King and his people ? " 

" Ah, sidi, none can get them but the King 
and his lords ; they alone know the secret of 
poisoning the darts, and none but the King and 
the King's family know it perfectly." 
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" It is the poison of some serpent, I suppose ? " 

"No man knows, sidi. But the King's darts 
and his family's never fail to kill, and those of 
the nobles often fail." 

" We fear not his darts," said the Captain ; " we 
have more powerful death-givers than all the darts 
he possesses or the swords he commands." 

" Be not headstrong, sidi," advised the old Arab. 
" Be patient and wary, and speak the King fair. 
He will not let you go, because he needs men of 
strength and courage. In his anger this day he 
has made a mistake, and he has the wit to know 
it by now. He killed a black Kaid, and has 
therefore offended all the blacks, who have of 
late been high in favour, because they put down 
a rebellion of the little people which threatened 
to sweep the King and his nobles away. The: 
King, sidi, is certain to send for you soon ; 
prepared. He will offer you treasure and wivei 
to be his servant. Do not say him nay, but hav< 
nought to do with his wives, for their veins, like^:3 
his, flow with poison. Moreover, when he knows^ 
ye have brought women with you, he will seek tod 
honour you by taking them for wives. The sidiii 
of course, will not like that, for the women 
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the sidi's wives ; but the sidi must speak smoothly 
and gain time." 

The looks of embarrassment and confusion on 
the faces of the Captain and Miss Malleson made 
the old Arab pause. 

"The lallas are not my wives," said the 
Captain. 

"Ah, wallahy!" cried the Arab in amaze- 
ment "Why then has the sidi brought them 
i^to this accursed land ? " 

"The reason seemed sufficient, O Kaid," said 
4e Captain. " He whom we have come to 
seek is the brother of this lalla, and the other 
is her friend." 

** Great is the love of sister and brother, and 
peat is friendship ! But what then, sidi," asked 
the Arab, " wilt thou say to the King when he 
demands them of thee?" 

" I will say they are my wives ! " answered 
the Captain. " It's the only thing to do, " he 
said, with a look of appeal to Miss Malleson. 

"We need not decide that yet," said Miss 

Malleson, with a blush. " We can wait ; we 

naay find some other way." 

"The idea!" exclaimed Miss Tubbs in anger. 

12 
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" If the King — ugly little Jew that you say 
is — lays a finger on me, TU box his ears ! 
I must marry, Fd rather marry an Engli 
sweep ! " 

At that they all laughed, even the two Ara 
when her words were explained to them. 

" It is in the hands of Allah," said the old m 
with resignation. " Be ready. I hear footstep 

He went out, and presently returned to s 
that the Vizier, with a guard of blacks, h 
come to conduct the strangers to the priv; 
presence of the King, and that they were co 
manded to bring with them the women a 
boys who, the King had heard, were of th 
company. 

" It is as I have warned you," said the < 
Arab. " Go in p6ace. Be wise and wary ; j 
your lives depend on it. I go also as int 
preter. But, wallahy, sidi, it would have be 
well if thou hadst let thy beard be more fu 
grown, for the King and his people love a m 
of hair ; yet it may still be well, for never he 
I seen such great moustachios as thine. Tl: 
make thee appear fierce as a lion of the des 
when his paw is on his prey ! " 
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" I know what TU do ! " whispered Walter 
Firebrace aside to Will, while Monsieur Gogny- 
Abd-el-Kader gave a more ferocious twirl to his 
moustachios, also aside. 
" What ? " Will whispered back. 
" Wait, and you'll see, " answered Walter. 

* Courage^ mon bon^ " said Monsieur Gogny- 
Abd-el-Kader, raising the lame Will to his 
shoulder. " Vive la moustache ! ' Me, I will blow 
^^ little King on the nose, if he put the hand 
on you or the ladies ! " 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE SUN-GOD 

BEING a great swordsman, Captain Betterton 
did not go forth without his sword to 
appear before the King, but he depended more, 
in case of necessity, on the revolvers which he 
and Monsieur Gogny and the boys carried, and 
which they had all practised to use with effect; 
for he had seen no firearms among these people, 
and he believed they had none. 

They found the little King in an apartment 
magnificently hung with silks, while the floor was 
covered with white rush matting. He was 
not alone. He sat on a dais, as before, with 
his black executioners behind him, and some 
half-dozen little turbaned men squatting near 
him, members of his family probably, or of 
his court. The King and, following his 
example, the other little men rose and smiled 
to receive the strangers, and then it could 

z8o 
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be seen that the King was taller than his subjects, 
being about four feet high, while they were 
seldom more than three. With his ugly pinched 
face, in his tall yellow turban, and clothed upon with 
his voluminous silks of crimson and yellow and 
green, he looked such an emperor of the dwarfs 
as might be seen in a comic opera, or read of 
in The Arabian Nights y — an object of amusement 
rather than of terror. 

He first inquired, through the old Arab, why 
the boy was perched on the man's (Monsieur 
Gogny's) shoulder, and on the reason being ex- 
plained he asked that he might be set down. 
Monsieur Gogny stooped to set Will on his feet, 
and his head came on a level with the King's, 
whereupon His Majesty seized one end of the 
Frenchman's abundant moustache, and gave such 
a tug as a spiteful boy might. But Monsieur 
Gogny was equal to the occasion. He spread out 
one of his grins of pantomimic horror and pain, 
which so astonished the King that he let go the 
moustache and stepped back. Then Monsieur 
Gc^ny's face returned to its normal expression 
^^ fat solemnity, and himself to an upright 
position. 
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Will stood the King's own height, and t 
King looked at him carefully and stroked fc 
hair. But he was more taken with Walter F/r- 
brace, who stood more than a foot and a ha^ 
taller than himself He smiled on him wit 
manifest delight, and asked, through the inter 
preter, his age. He expressed astonishment wher 
it was explained to him that Walter was onl) 
sixteen years old. Then he spoke at greate 
length, and the old Arab interpreted. 

"The King calls the lad a child of the sur 
and wishes him to stay with him. He says h 
will make him rich and great, yea, even as hi 
own son." 

At that Captain Betterton was much pei 
plexed and embarrassed. He began to mak 
answer, " The King's offer is exceeding generouf 
but " 

But Walter himself guessed what was forwarc 
for he understood a word or two of what th 
Arab said. 

" Yes, let me stay with the King, Captain," h 
interrupted. 

" No, no ! You don't know what you ask, vn 
boy," said the Captain. 
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" Yes, Captain Betterton, I do," answered 
Walter. " I don't mean to stay long, you know, 
not longer than I must, and all- the time I can 
find out what goes on in the palace and let you 
know. And that may be of great use ; we can't 
tell." 

"No, no, my lad," said the Captain, moved in 
spite of himself. " It's very good of you to 
wish to be of use, but I can't permit it. We 
must say * No,' and make the best of it. If it 
has to come to fighting the little beast, we must 
fight, that's all." 

" I should be sorry to disobey. Captain," in- 
sisted Walter, " but I believe it's a gentleman's 
duty to put himself in any danger to protect a 
lady, and if I stay with the little King perhaps 
he won't trouble about the ladies." 

" You are only a boy," said the Captain ; " you 
don't understand." 

Then Walter turned suddenly aside, put his 
tongue to something he held in his hand, clapped 
that something to his mouth, and turned again — 
with his upper lip clothed in the glory of the 
bought moustache, which he had treasured up. 

" Now," said he, " I am a man, and I niake 
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myself responsible for myself Captain Betterton, 
I am going to stay here and help you." 

The King was growing impatient with the delay 
caused by this debate, but he was appeased an 
amazed with the growth of hair on Walter's lip. 
and he expressed himself with great excitement z^ 

"The King," interpreted the Arab, "sees tha. 
the strangers are magicians, and he thanks thei 
for the display of it they have made. He offer 
them his friendship, and begs again that the chil- 
of the sun may stay with him." 

"There, that's settled," said Walter. 

" Let him stay," said Miss Malleson. 
will probably be as safe as with us — the Ki 
seems a gentle enough little creature — and Walt 
may be of use." 

" Very well," said Captain Betterton reluctantly^ 
"let it be so. But you don't understand." 

There was an astounding surprise awaitinj 
them. When the Arab interpreted to the Kin 
that the lad, "the child of the sun," would 
with him he expressed his thanks fully thus, t 
the amazement of those for whom his words wer 
interpreted. 

"The King," said the old Arab, "thanks th 
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strangers for their courtesy in permitting the 

^ild of the sun to stay with him, and he also 

^^nks them for the present they have brought 

"^ — the two ladies. He thinks they are very 

^^Utiful. He has never before seen ladies so 

^'"Se, especially the fat one. She is finer and 

^S^r than any lady he could have conceived of" 

Captain Betterton carefully turned that into 

^SHsh for the benefit of the ladies. 

It's like the nasty little Jew's impudence!" 
"^^laimed Miss Tubbs in a fury. " I wouldn't 
'^'^^ anything to say to him if he hung me with 
^^^rnonds." 

Hush, my dear ! " said Miss Malleson. " Of 
^^^rse he doesn't understand English. But still 



^ care." 




Captain Betterton was far angrier than the 

ies. With a terrible frown between his eyes 

^ began to » make reply, "Tell the King he has 

^^ade a mistake. These ladies are my wives, 

'^^ are not intended as a present for him." 

; ** Stop ! " exclaimed Miss Malleson, addressing 

I ^*^e old Arab. Then, turning to Captain Betterton, 

% ^ae murmured, " Forgive me for interfering ; but 

^% What have you said ? " 
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He repeated to her what he had said. 

" I know," said she, " you are thinking of us 
but don't be rash. Is it wise to risk angerinj 
him when we stand here at his mercy? Let 

put him off, and gain time, at least." But Captai 

Betterton still frowned. " May I answer him ? " str— 
asked ; and then, as if taking his assent for granted: * 
she continued, "Tell the King," she began, 2fc-< 
dressing the Arab; and then she turned aga».ii 
to Betterton and said, " Please put it into AraT^i 
for me." 

" Of course I obey," said he ; but the scomt 
remained on his brow. 

" Tell the King," she went on, " that it is usual 
for English ladies to be courted a little before 
they are made wives, or taken as presents ; and 
that — and that in the meantime we had rather 
walk into the garden and look at the apple trees ! 

Captain Betterton looked at her ' in dism^Y 
and reproach, and she said to him, " Say wh- ^^ 
you like." 

" Tell the King," said the Captain, resuming "*^ 
the old Arab, "that the English ladies are ^ 
little used to praises and compliments like fcn^^ 
that they tremble with joy and emotion ^^" 
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hearing them, and request his permission to 
retire and array themselves in a manner befitting 
"is lofty commendation and condescension." 

All that the Captain translated into English 
'^r the satisfaction of the ladies. 

'* Your words are either very foreign or very 
^^irical, Captain Betterton," said Miss Tubbs, 
^*iile Miss Malleson turned her head away in 

*Xhen came a new surprise. While the Arab 
'^^s translating to the King, Will Malleson went 
*^se to his aunt and whispered, " May I stay 
'^ire with Walter? I should like to." 

**May Will, do you think, stay with Walter?" 
^id Miss Malleson to the Captain. " He wants 
^- They may comfort each other. And the 
^ing seems kind enough. I should think they 
-^n come to no harm. And they may be of 
Use." 

" What with women and boys ! " muttered the 

Captain. "Oh yes," he answered, "he might as 

Well stay, perhaps, till we see where we are ; and 

^W '^nay be of use, as you say." 

Then he addressed the Arab, and asked him 

I ^ explain to the King that the younger boy 
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was friend and brother of the elder boy, and 
requested permission to be allowed to remain 
with him. The request was translated, and the 
King granted it with smiling alacrity. 

Then suddenly a clear trumpet sounded. It 
was the first musical or martial sound the 
strangers had heard, and Captain Betterton at 
once clapped his hands to his sword and revolver, 
for he seemed to suspect the sound might be a 
signal for an attack on them. But the King 
spoke, and the Arab translated. 

"It is almost noon, and the hour of daily 
worship in the great temple of the sun. The 
King invites the strangers — all of them — to accom- 
pany him to the temple and bend in worship of 
the great god." 

" There is but one God, and Mohammed is 
His prophet," murmured Abdallah rebelliously. 

" Be wary," murmured the Arab in return* 
"The King is far too smooth." 

They all passed out of the apartment of 
audience, preceded by the King and his halfl 
dozen attendants. In the courtyard they foutid 
horses waiting for the whole company, so that it 

was evident that the visit of the strangers to the 

I 
J 

I 
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temple of the sun had been arranged. They 
mounted, Captain Betterton noting that the horses 
were barbs of good breed, small in the head (with 
a nose that could drink from a quart pot), full 
in the chest, and broad and round in the hoof, 
with long pasterns, — so that they had a general 
appearance of strength and speed combined. 

"These will just suit us," he said aside to 
Walter Firebrace, " when we ride for our lives 
out of this dreadful place." 

The King and his retinue led the procession 
and the strangers followed, surrounded by black 
soldiers with drawn swords which were not scimi- 
tars, but blades of the Moorish kind, — curved, 
that is to say, a little at the end only, like 
English cavalry sabres. They passed out of the 
great square of the palace and met a vast con- 
course of little people on foot — people in pinafores 
Bke those of the town, and people only in aprons 
of leaves, or coarse stuff, like those of the country. 
Tliese last all carried bows and arrows, or little 
*pcars like ox-goads, while the townsfolk wore 
'^ves hung in sheaths round their necks. All 
I*^ssed and jostled to look upon the strangers, 
^1 tat the mounted n^roes made their horses prance 
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and spurred them against the people, who 1 
back from their attack with shrill cries. 

As they advanced through and with the thro 
it became evident that the feet of all were 
towards the same goal, and that a great tenn 
of black basalt, which occupied the topmost heig 
of the city and formed its crown. It was in tJ 
Graeco- Roman style, with a noble front like th 
of the splendid ruin at Paestum in Italy.* 1 
the sunny open square before the temple the 
alighted, and the King and his attendants we 
met by a choir of little singing- men and singin 
women dressed in white, with stripes of gold roui 
their shoulders and hanging down in front. The 
led, and the King and his attendants followed, a 
after them the strangers and certain of the nq 
soldiers, and after them again the mass of 1 
people, into the interior of the temple. 1 
interior — all but the far end — was open to 1 
sky, and the sun of almost noon shone do 
into it, flooding it with light. The remote e 
for a depth of some twenty yards, was sha< 
with a double awning which made darkr 

* Captain Betterton will himself, describe this temple in the 1 
he has planned. 
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beneath, compared with the brilliant light in the 
rest of the interior. Towards that end all 
pressed, the singing-men and women leading 
and the King following with his attendants 
and the strangers. They stopped at a great 
altar, or triad of altars, on the central one of 
which lay a sheep bound ready to be killed, 
while on the others were bread and a skin of 
wine.' 

The choir continued chanting, and all the royal 
party marshalled themselves, or were marshalled, 
about the altar, facing towards the darkness ; and 
then it became clear to Captain Betterton that 
be and his companions were the centre of interest, 
and that the ceremony in progress must be in- 
tended for their initiation or their trial. This 
conviction had but come to him when a gauze 
veil, or veils, which he had not perceived, parted 
to this side and to that before them, and there 
Was revealed seated on a lofty platform in 
4e darkness under the awning a great golden 
%U'e. At the sight of it there came from the 
vast concourse a loud hum and hush of adoration 
as the chanting ceased, and he who seemed 
chief of the priests and singers stepped up 
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to the middle altar and cut the throat of the 
sacrificial sheep, and every one, from the King 
downwards, fell on his face — all except the 
band of singers or priests, who only bowed 
their heads, and Captain Betterton and his 
companions, who, taken somewhat by surprise, 
did nothing. 

" Kneel and worship ! " murmured the old Arab 
interpreter, prostrating himself 

The Captain and his company were about to 
obey for the sake of peace, when Abdallah changed 
all that. 

" There is but one God ! " he cried aloud in 
his fervent zeal for the faith of Islam, "and 
Mohammed is his prophet!" And then he 
shouted the war-cry of the Moslem, ^^ Allah-hu- 
Akhbar ! Allah4V-Allah ! " 

He flashed out his sabre, and swung it around _ 
to keep off the little priests, who, with shrill cries-, 
fierce faces, and flashing knives, were making a^^ 
the party to tear them in pieces. It threatenec 
to go desperately hard with them, for the who! 
concourse of people were crying out wil 
fury, and Captain Betterton, with a shout 
warning to the others, had his sword out, ai li 
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liil finger on the trigger of his army revolver, 
ilttd the King stood regarding only the golden 
ignre on the platform, when of a sudden the 
golden figure was illumined by the sunlight 
d»Oi^h an opening in the awning. Miss Malleson, 
1H10 had been observing the figure curiously all 
the while, then clasped her hands and started 
forward, crying aloud. Her attitude and her 
tone seemed so like those of entreaty or of 
worship that the priests held off in their attack, 
and a great hush of waiting silence fell upon the 
people. 

" Tom 1 I'm sure it's Tom, my brother ! " 
Her words rang out clear, and echoed back from 
the walls of basalt. 

Upon that, the figure which had till then 
been sitting and gazing with the stony uncon- 
cern of a statue — which had indeed seemed a 
statue — distinctly turned its head a little and 
winked its eyes in attention. Then the temper 
of priests and people underwent an agreeable 

change. 

•* A portent I A portent ! '* the people all cried 

out together, and the priests took up the cry. 
(The words were translated later.) " A wonder 

• 13 
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of wonders! The strange woman is a dau 
of the sun ! Her words have made the ima 
the sun-god live ! " 

And the little priests and the little King 
his attendants turned and rapturously pr 
forward to kiss the hand of the agitated and 
hysterical Miss Malleson, and the blasphen 
Abdallah was forgotten. 

"Oh, Captain Betterton," said Miss Mai 
with breaking voice, " Tm perfectly sure it's ' 
Do something ! Say something ! " 

Then Captain Betterton flung out his 
in greeting, and recklessly lifted up his 
voice. He stood so tall that all the people 
see his action, and an expectant silence fell 
them again. 

"Hi, Tom Malleson!" he cried. "Wc 
friends, come here to find you ! " 

And then the figure stood erect, undout 
alive, a very handsome sun-god, with golder 
and golden beard, and clothed with g 
garments. And the simple people of the 
of poison and sorcery thought that the i 
of the sun-god had heard more potent won 
sorcery than before, and they hailed the chi 
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the strangers, the owner of the gigantic mous- 

* 

tachios, with devout enthusiasm. 

But anxious looks were exchanged by the 
King and the priests, and the gauze curtains 
suddenly came together, and the sun-god was 
cut off from view. 



CHAPTER XiV 

THE MAZE AND THE PLACE OF SERPENTS 

THEN, at a word from the little King, the 
black soldiers present drew in about 
the royal party and the strangers. The King 
spoke hurriedly to the chief of the priests and 
singing-men, and after that spoke to the old 
Arab. The Arab translated his words to Captain 
Betterton, and Betterton explained them to the 
others. 

"The King,*' said the Captain, with his cha- 
racteristic frown, "has directed that we men stay 
here, while the women and the boys return with 
him to the palace. He says he will come back 
here in a little while to have a palaver with us. 
What shall we do ? Shall we defy him and insis 
on remaining together? I daresay our revolver 
would effectually scare both the King and 
priests. Or shall we agree to his arrangemen 
I have a suspicion that we have a hold on h 

\96 
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now, through your brother, and that he will 
hardly venture to do you or the boys any 
harm." 

"Let us accept his arrangement," said Miss 
Malleson. " Now that we have found Tom I am 
satisfied and happy for the present, and have no 
fear. We could not resist all these people with 
any effect except the loss of what advantage we 
have gained. Let us be quiet and patient. And 
then remember, that if the worst should come to 
us and the boys, I have a revolver, and so have 
they." 

" I am very loth to be separated from you," 
said the Captain. " I agree with you that it 
would be something like madness to resist at 
present. So let us accept his arrangement, and 
make the best of it. I shall try to keep up 
communication with you through this old Arab. 
Good-bye, then. Good-bye, boys. Be brave, and 
keep your weather eyes open." 

" No fear, sir," answered Walter. 

" You will try and get a word with Tom, won't 
3^ou?" were Miss Malleson's last words. 

So the Captain signified through Mallem 

amed that they were ready, and the King led 
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the way out with his attendants and the women 
and boys, and his black guards, and the three 
men remained with the Arab, surrounded by the 
little priests and singing-men and women. The 
throng of worshippers poured out after tfie King, 
apparently gossiping concerning the wonderful 
things that had occurred, and eager to get 
another glimpse of the daughter of the sun, 
who had wrought the first wonder, and in a 
little while the men were alone with the little 
priests. 

Then the priests and singing people also left 
the temple by a side entrance (after closing the 
great front door), beckoning to Captain Betterton 
and the rest to follow them, and giving a special 
eye to Abdallah the blasphemer, who marched 
with an evidently proud consciousness of having 
borne witness for the faith of Islam among a 
congregation of idolaters. 

When they were again in the open air they 
saw before them a garden and orchard combined, 
such as is common in all parts of Morocco. 
The chief of the priests turned and spoke to th 
Arab, and the Arab translated. 

"The chief priest of the sun says ye ar( 
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permitted to wander in the garden if ye will 
Until the King returns and calls for you." 

The sun was terribly hot where they were, 

^nd the dark green shade of the garden was 

tempting; so Captain Betterton readily accepted 

the permission to wander for awhile, and he 

^nd the others plunged into the greenery. They 

^^itie upon a broad path carpeted with grass 

^^d flowers, and found it so agreeable that they 

^^^ndered on. The coolness and pleasantness 

^* the place induced upon the Captain a reverie. 

^*-^ set himself to consider all the circumstances, 

^^d tried to master the situation in which he and 

^^ companions were placed, and for which he 

himself responsible. 

** Let me see," he said to himself. " The 

ing evidently knew that his sun-god was the 

'**son we have come in search of; I remember 

"^^s look. He denied knowing anything of him, 

^^c3 yet he has put us in the way of discovering 

^^0:1. Why? Has he done it innocently, or 



there some deep craft involved ? Does he 
an us well or ill? Evidently he has made 
Om Malleson party to an imposture. I wonder 
** he wants to make us parties to it also ? But 
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how did he get Tom in there without any of 
his people knowing?" He turned to the Arab, 
and asked him a question. 

"You understand, O Kaid," he said, "that we 
have found in the sun-god the person we came 
in search of?" 

" I understand and marvel, sidi," answered 
the Arab ; " for I, like others, have for more than 
six moons regarded it as a golden image dropped 
from heaven, as the King and the priests have 
reported it." 

"Then you can remember," said the Captain, 
" nobody like him coming into this land and 
city more than six moons ago?" 

" Neither I nor any, sidi," maintained the old 
man, " have seen any stranger enter the land 
for many, many moons." 

"/ would not bow the knee," remarked Ab 
dallah proudly ; " and I was right For, afte 
all, the god is proved to be but a man." 

While they thus wandered and talked, Malle 
Hamed, who was walking behind the Capta^ 
at his elbow, suddenly cried out as they pass 
beneath a wild olive-tree. The Captain turr 
saw what seemed a dead branch dropping 
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Wm, jumped aside, and felt something brush 

his neck ; the dead branch had somehow touched 

Wm after all, and had fallen to the ground. But 

to his amazement, when it reached the ground 

It shot away out of sight among the brushwood. 

fie visibly shuddered, for he knew it was a 

serpent 

''Bou'menfakhV* exclaimed the Arab. "Ah, 

^3llahy ! Now my old wits remember ! We 

'^Ust be near the Place of Serpents ! And this 

'^^st be the garden haunted of evil spirits of 

^hich I have heard. Those who come here, 

*s said, never return. An evil spirit takes 

^^ shape of a sweet and alluring . damsel, and 

'^ads them to their doom. Ah, wallahy ! " 

* Well, that was not a damsel, but a veritable 

^'^^ke, O Kaid," said the Captain. "Yet I 

^*^ink we had better return." 

I^Ut, lo I when they tried back they could 

?^^ find the way. More than one path opened 

^^ore them, where at first there had seemed 
^*y one. They wandered for some time, with 

^^ mere result of finding themselves in denser 

Father of swelling: the Moorish name for a certain 
^k-coloured snake. 
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and ranker vegetation, and of losing all notion 
of where they were. And to add to the 
desperate horror of their situation, the brush- 
wood and creepers through which the tangled 
paths led them began to swarm with snakes, 
above and below, so that they did not know 
when they put a foot down but that they might 
tread upon and provoke a serpent — and all four 
were only shod with the common Moorish or 
Arab slipper or babouche — nor knew they when 
they put a hand forward to part the leaves and 
branches but that they might withdraw the arm 
with a serpent coiled about it. 

*^ Sacrebleu y* cried Monsieur Gogny suddenly, 
leaping into the air. " I am bitten ! I die ! " 

He clapped his hand to his shin, and Captain 
Betterton, turning back from his place in front, 
saw a thick black snake about a yard long, with 
its head raised in action to strike the Frenchman 
again. He reached out, and seizing the reptile 
by the tail swung it far out among the trees. 
At the same moment old Mallem Hamed 
reached out his hand and plucked from a creeper 
a large light-yellow flower like clematis. 

" Cut and squeeze ! " he cried. 
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Captain Betterton understood. He drew his 

sword, and with its sharp point pricked well the 

skin of the Frenchman's leg where it was clear 
the serpent's bite had been made, and then 

pinched the place and made the blood flow. 

Then upon the wound the Arab rubbed the 

flower he had plucked. 

" It is well," said he. "In the mercy of Allah, 
the poison and its cure are here found together." 

" Qa ne fait rien I " said Monsieur Gogny 
cheerfully. " But if I had that serpent I would 
cook him as un morceau friand and make the 
little poison King eat him. I believe, see you, 
NPsieu le Capitaine^ that the little King has sent 
us here to die." 

"Yes," said the Captain, "it is pretty bad. 
But I don't want to die yet. And it seems as 
dangerous to stand still as to go on." 

He had his sword still out, and he cut at a 
black hooded snake, which, leaning over a branch, 
was erecting itself to strike. Its head dropped 
at his feet, and he passed on. Thus they toiled 
forward, ever fearful lest the very next moment 
they might be struck with death, ^ ever doubtful 
that, like the blind horse in a mill, they were but 
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going round and round, spending time and 
labour without making progress. For fully an 
hour (so they guessed from the shadows) they 
laboured forward, with their life " in their open 
palm," as the old Arab said, till the heat became 
intense and their thirst unbearable. 

Presently the character of the ground changed, 
and a steep bank was before them. Up tha 
they toiled, and entered a narrow path throughrrr 
thick brushwood, where snakes still rustl 
though apparently not so numerously as befor 
Then they began to note that the ground sounder < 
hollow beneath their feet, while the bushes ar^nc 
creepers became thicker and loftier as they a^Kd- 
vanced, so that progress could only be made g — > r 
hands and knees, with the prospect of runni 
thorns into the hands and of meeting a botCm 
fakh face to face. After having thus advan 
some distance they were surprised to come u 
a ruined wall of masonry of hewn stones — bl3i-<^'* 
basalt, like all the other stonework of the r^io^ 
— black and blackened still more by fire or ^i^Tttt 
such agency. Scrambling over that and coti- 
tinuing onward, while the ground still sounded 
hollow beneath, they came to another wall ^^ 
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hewn masonry about thirty feet high. On looking 
through a broken hole near its base it could be 
seen that it was one wall of a huge square building, 
and that it was some five feet in thickness. Cap- 
tain Betterton scrambled through the hole, the 
others after him. When through, they stopped, 
each with a suppressed cry of horror and disgust. 
A great circular hole had been broken through 
the ground into what seemed a shallow vault, 
lowing more shallow vaults opening out from it, 
^'^d opening out also in all probability under their 
'^^t. In that hole and in all the vaults were 
^^arming, like maggots within a half-decayed beast, 
^**pents of all kinds — serpents large and small, 
''"Om the black-spotted, poisonous, and pufif-headed 
%^a to the dirty, white, terrific, horned cerastes, 

•'Allah!" said Mallem Hamed. "But this, 
^*^ a truth, is the Place of Serpents ! " 

They stood gazing into the horrible den, and 

*"^any heads with glistening eyes were raised at 

"^^em, and the sound of the hissing in the silence 

^^f the place was as the escape of water or as the 

'^"^h of the wind in the leaves of the trees. 

"We cannot linger here," said the Captain. 
This is worse than all." 
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Here and there the walls around them had been 
reduced in height by the fall of some of their 
stones. Choosing the lowest of these breaks, 
which was about ten feet from the ground, the 
Captain scrambled up by Abdallah's aid, and^ 
having won that he prepared to scramble alonj 
to the greatest height attainable. Yet even a* 
that height their loathsome enemies were at han< 
As he stood ready to climb higher a snake froi 
an adjoining tree showed a head ready to mal 
a dart at him. He had left his sword below, bi- 
his revolver hung from his neck. In a secoi 
it was in his hand, and he had fired. Tl 
serpent's head was smashed with the bullet, 
the sound of the explosion rolled away over tT 
trees. Then the Captain scrambled along 
wall to the greatest height, stood erect upon 
and looked around. At the distance of somethi 
like a quarter of a mile, in a direction in wh 
he would not have guessed that it could be, tl 
stood up the great bulk of a building which 
could not doubt was the temple. He fortunaflHKe. 
had a small compass about him, and noting th^ 
direction of the building he descended to his 
companions. 
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"Now," said he, "we can return, for I perceive 
how to go, and we shall disappoint any hopes 
of our death." 

"Allah grant," said the old Arab fervently, 
**that wje escape the poison fangs of the bou'men- 
Mh and the leffa ! " 

They set out on their return, the two Arabs 
'^th small hope of ever leaving the tangled 
^'Idemess, for they did not understand the use of 
tte compass. They tore down through the brush- 
wood that covered the hollow-sounding height, 
^d reached again the region of paths and lurk- 
*ng serpents. The Captain chose a path, but it 
^Oon became apparent that it wound about the 
I^lace of Serpents. He chose another that diverged 
from the first in the desired direction ; but again 
^e found that it wound tortuously about the 
first Then it came to him that the paths had 
been originally contrived like a maze or daedalian 
la.l)yrinth, for the purpose of bewildering the 
Unfortunate person wl^o might wander in thenj, 
a.nd of leading him unceasingly to the horrible 
^lace of Serpents. He explained his view to 
l^is companions. 

"This little thing," said he, showing them the 
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compass, "points me the way. We must 
straight onward, disregarding the paths, 
using our swords, Abdallah, to cut a way." 

"Allah, grant," said the old Arab, "that 
arrive somewhere except at the accursed I 
of Serpents.** 

So the Captain and Abdallah went first, he 
with their swords a way through tangled bi 
wood and creepers, sometimes cutting in t 
a threatening snake ; and as they went on 
heat oppressed them terribly, perspiration strea 
from them and almost blinded them with its b 
saltness, and their damp clothes were torn to n 

At length a little way ahead of them t 
sounded a loud " Halloo ! " A crashing and tea 
were heard, and there burst upon their 5 
down a shady path the sun-god himself—' 
Malleson ! 

" There you "are ! " he cried, grasping Caj 
Betterton*s hand with the cordiality of aft 
acquaintance." (Why wa-^ not Walter Fireb 
there to raise his hat, and say, "Mr. Malic 
I presume?") "The little deceitful beasts 
me you were all gone off with the King! 
I heard the report of a shot from here, ai 
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guessed then that they had turned you into this 

horrible place on purpose. It*s a world's wonder 

^at you've come out again. You'll excuse me, 

l>^it it's so delightful to me to see an English face 

^-g^siin ! You are English, I suppose ? " And he 

^^^usidered the Captain's dark face and enormous 

'^^CDustaches. 

**I am English — yes," answered the Captain. 
-And so are the others. My name is Betterton." 
" I seem to know your name ; I think I must 
l^^ve read about you. But where are the others ? " 
^^Tced Tom, looking round. 

"They are not here," answered the Captain. 
They have gone with the King." 
"And who are they? Who is the woman 
^^lo cried out first ? " 

" Don't you guess ? What woman could 
*^ave recognised you for a man and called 
Vou by your name when you looked like a 
statue ? " 

"Not — no! I can't guess. Tell me!" 
** Your sister." 

"Topsy? NotTopsy? What! little Topsy that 

!(| ^ Used to tease, and that has been writing to 

*^e all these years ? Poor little Topsy ! " And 

14 
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emotion choked the sun-god for a moment He 
resumed, "And who are the others?" 

"Another is a female friend of hers, and the 
others are two boys to whom you are a hero, and 
who, when it was believed you were lost, were 
determined to come to find Tom Malleson. One 
of them IS your nephew — the son of your cousin 
James." 

" The son of James. Dear me ! We may as 
well hang about here a little while. It's better 
than down among the priests." 

" But the King is coming, and I want to have 
it out with him," said the Captain. 

"There's no hurry— I mean about seeing the 
King," said Tom. " He probably thinks you lost 
for ever in there, and in any case he won't come 
here till sunset ; you may depend on that. We'll 
have it out with him soon enough, and quite 
thoroughly when we do, I can tell him ; for I 
hold him now completely in my power. But 
I must talk over everything with you first. 
Come with me to a little summer-house I have 
made for myself. There is no danger from snakes 
here on the outskirts of the beastly Maze." 
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CHAPTER XV 

TOM'S STORY 

TOM MALLESON led, and the four followed, 
till they came to an octagonal kind of 
*^^dge or summer-house, the eight corners of which 
"^^^^re made by the stems of eight trees, while the 
^^^alls and roof were formed by the trained 
*^i-anches and foliage of the trees. The floor was 
^imply the earth, cleared of all growth and beaten 
l^ard. 

*' I could have made a much better job of it," 
^aid Tom, glancing round the place proudly, " if 
X had only had an axe. But I hadn't," he added 
Somewhat plaintively. " It's not bad, though ; 
^nd here," he continued, going to an arrangement 
like a box in one corner, " I have something 
Vrhich, I think, you will find refreshing." 

"Wine!" said Captain Betterton. "The wine 
of the country — Vino da pasto I No, thank you, 
Malleson, I've tried it already." 
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" I quite agree with you," said Tom. " Their 
wine is impossible. I can't drink it, though th^ 
seem very fond of it. But this is not wine. It's 
a preparation of my own." And he produced 
an earthenware pot, like an amphora, with its 
mouth plugged with a piece of wood. " Last 
autumn the lemons here were beautiful, and this is 
lemon-juice — a little fermented with keeping, but 
good, I think." Next he produced an earthen- 
ware jug. " I have no tumblers," said he with 
comic seriousness ; " we must drink turn about." 
With another large jug he went out, and re- 
turned with water ; and with that and lemon-juice 
he prepared an agreeable and cooling drink. 

" You made this lemon-juice last autumn ? " 
said Captain Betterton. " How long have you 
been here then, Malleson ? " 

" I came in the middle of last summer. But 
how did you know I was here?" 

" That doesn't take much telling. Tell me 
first how you came here ; that's of much more 
interest." 

" Well, yes, I want to tell you," said Tom ; 
"for our conduct henceforward depends upon 
that." 
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And so Tom Malleson told his story as 
follows : — 

"The Kaid el Madani, and I, and a dozen 
sabres, set out from Teluet to meet the French 
expedition that was said to be coming down our 
way. We wanted to make out as early as possible 
with what idea they were pushing down among 
the mountains. After five days' ride we heard 
from the people of the country that the French 
army had turned off a whole week's journey 
into the Desert to punish a troublesome tribe of 
Tuaregs. So the Kaid and I discussed the advisa- 
bility of utilising the two or three weeks of waiting 
by visiting the country of these people, called 
the Ait Roum outside, as I daresay you know. 
We had heard a good deal about them, and we 
were not far off them. So we travelled on to 
Jebel Alasheen, and crossed by the pass of the 
Camel's Neck. I daresay you know the place. 
Well, on we went, and blundered into the pass 
of the Throat of Death — heavens ! the Throat of 
Death I Poor Kaid el Madani, and every creature 
of our company, except myself — man and beast 
— lies bleaching in the Throat of Death ! " 
" A mistake, Malleson, " said the Captain. 
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" Overgrown with orchids in the Throat of 
Death ! " 

" Good heavens, you don't say so ! " exclaimed 
Tom. " Of course, you all came through the 
Throat, How you managed it I can't guess." 

" rU tell you presently. You go on." 

" I suppose we must have hit the Throat at 
the very worst time of the year. The fruit was 
dead ripe, hanging like fine strawberries, or rather 
mulberries, so that you were tempted to pluck 
and eat them. And even if you didn't touch 
them they fell squashing upon you, staining you 
with their juice, and, I suppose, poisoning you. 
What God or Nature made such a horrible place 
as the Throat of Death for I can't guess ! 

" I got out at this end somehow, more dead 
than alive. You can imagine how ill I was when 
I tell you that I took two days to get from the 
horrible place to the neighbourhood of this city 
of Kool-sim, I saw the little people at work in 
the fields and vineyards, and I was afraid of 
them. I hid during the day in the least fre- 
quented parts — in a thick vineyard usually. 
There is a curious grape that I shall always 
remember, and that has the shape of a small 
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jargonelle pear. I was very fond of it, though it 
had something of the bitterness of a quince. 

" On the second night I was stumbling along 
in the dark, when I was ridden down by some 
horsemen. Presently I found this beastly little 
King and two or three of his family (they are 
fond, I believe, of riding abroad at night) bend- 
ing over me. I was no good for resistance, so 
they just did with me what they liked. They 
had a stiff job, though, to lift me on to one 
of their horses." Tom roared with laughter. 
"Imagine," he said, "four or five schoolboys of 
ten or twelve trying to lift me above their 
heads! However, they did lift me, and got me 
up here to the temple, and put me in charge 
of the priests. 

" Next morning I had a visit from the cunning 
little King. He had a great scheme in his head. 
He and his household and his nobility had just 
escaped destruction by the skin of their teeth. 
The poor little creatures that they oppress and 
live upon had rebelled against them, and would 
have chucked them out, / believe, if it hadn't 
been for the negro soldiery — * brutal and licen- 
tious soldiery,* as we used to translate at school. 
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A good job it would have been if the poor little 
folk had managed to chuck this rotten race that 
rules them. You see, it's like this." And Tom 
Mallison entered upon a long disquisition as to 
his views of the origin of the people and their 
rulers, which may be summed up as follows : — 

He thought the little people were native to 

the place from the most remote antiquity, and 

that they were just like Stanley's dwarfs of 

Central Africa civilised. He believed that their 

rulers were a foreign race — " half rotten when 

they came here" — Jewish or Carthaginian, but 

Jewish for preference, who had intermarried with 

the little people. The littlft people, from living 

on a sulphurous and volcanic soil, had got a 

certain kind of tolerably harmless poison into 

their blood, but the " rottenness " of the aliei 

race (Tom would use the word), blending wi^ 

the fairly harmless poison of the little peop\^ 

had developed in the blood of the upper class ^^ 

a poison of monstrous malignity, of so distir^ -^ 

tive a quality that those who had it in exc <J = 

were enormously proud of it, insomuch that: 

noble, who was only moderately poisonous, wou J 

give anything to get a male or female memb-^r 
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of his family married into the royal family, 
which was distinguished above all others for its 
perfect and entire lacking-nothing of "rottenness." 
The negroes who acted as mercenary soldiers 
to prop up the power of nobles and King were, 
he believed, Bokhari guards, who had escaped 
with their wives and families from Morocco at 
a time of rebellion about two hundred years ago, 
and who had managed to penetrate to the 
country of the Ait Roum by some way which 
had remained secret since then ; for it was stead- 
fastly denied that it was the Throat of Death, 

The Arabs or Berbers (who altogether did 
not number more than a hundred or two) were 
casual stragglers, who entered the trap of Kool- 
siin and could not get out again, and who 
neither married, for the most part, nor had 
children. * 

His disquisition on race being got through, 
Tom resumed : — 

" The blessed little King saw his way to making 
a fine thing out of me. His people, niggers and 

♦ All these curious speculations concerning the people of Kool- 
siin and their aristocracy and royal family Captain Betterton 
will deal with fully in his new book. 



2 1 8 TAe Tyrants of Kool-Stm - 

all, were confirmed sun and serpent worshippers ; 
and he thought he could confirm and glue fast _^ 
the allegiance of them all to himself by telling 
them a prodigious crammer, to the eflTect thai 
a golden image, a son of the sun, had droppeSnad 
down from heaven right into their preciour -«as 
temple here — dropped down as a recognition ocz^aof 
his absurd little majesty as a Brother of th^rrAe 
Sun. I, of course, was to be the statue, or imag» ^»ej 
and if I wouldn't agree — well, certain disagree use- 
able things would be done to me which I ne^^ — ed 
not mention, except that I may say boilin^t- ng 
oil or lead wasn't in it with them by way of 

torture. 

" I had no particular views myself about bei^F^ ing 
a sun-god, or idol. I was not very much lifP"^^ed 
up by the prospect, nor was I very much <- ast 
down. I thought I'd save my precious ^in, ;r i nd 
I believed I'd do the poor little people \" vho 
might believe me a god no harm. 

"To tell you the plain truth, Betterton, the 
thing that has for nine months stuck in ^y 
gizzard is to know myself believed in as a ^"^j 
and to hear the poor little creatures come pra)^ing 
to me for good crops, for fine weather, for l^ss 
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taxes, and, above all, for deliverance from the 
horrible, 'rotten' little aristocrats that live and 

prey upon them, and from the royal family that 

poisons and deadens everything, and not to be 
f sble to do a single ha'porth of all they come and 

^k of me — with tears in their eyes — tears in 

^heir eyes, sir ; and kneeling to me, and wring- 

^^% their hands ; and me sitting still, day after 

^^y, like a block of wood ! My God, but it 

^as maddening ! It was so maddening, that 

^fter a little while the beastly little priests gave 

'^e some stuff— some narcotic— every day, so 

^at I might be dull and heavy, and behave 

*^yself properly, as a god should ! " 

And Tom Malleson laughed, half hysterically, 
^ricl wiped a tear from the corner of his eye. 

•* But," said he, " V\\ have it out with them 
^^t, and with the poisonous little King and his 
'^c>l)les. It's laid upon me to do something for 
^*^e little people before I come out from under 
^*^« limelight and come down from the platform 
^^ the sun-god. But now tell me how you came 
^^ find me here. There's plenty of time and 
quiet," he added, pointing to the others, who were 
^^leep with their backs propped against posts. 
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Then Captain Betterton related to him the 
whole story of his expedition — of the plan of 
Miss Malleson and the rival scheme of the two 
schoolboys, and of their successful amalgama7 
tion at Marseilles, going on to the difficulty at 
the Algerian border, and the meeting and inter- 
view with the wise fakee. 

"That fellow's father," said Tom, pointing to 
the sleeping Abdallah. " He's the man, isn't 
he, that roared out in the temple about Allah, 
and swung his sword about ? There's something 
in him." 

" There is," assented Betterton ; and he went 
on to relate their further journey, and the perilous 
passage of the Throat of Deaths in which Ab- 
dallah had so distinguished himself 

The story told, they proceeded to discuss their 
future proceedings. Captain Betterton was bent 
on clearing out of the city and country of Kool- 
sim as speedily as possible, and Tom Malleson 
was equally bent on bringing deliverance to the 
little people before he abdicated his advantageous 
position as the sun-god. 

" They have made me a god against my will," 
he declared, " and they must pay the penalty. 
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I would never sleep in comfort in an English 
bed if I thought I had left the poor little people 
under the vicious heel of the race that oppresses 
them. We must sweep away the whole rotten 
bag of tricks." 

" But," reasoned the Captain, " what will you 
put in its place ? The little folk are incapable, 
I expect, of governing themselves ; and if you 
sweep away the rotten little dynasty you'll leave 
them to the tender mercies of the big negro 
soldiers, and theyll be no better off than 
before." 

" What do you say," exclaimed Tom, " to 
putting the Arabs in power? They're not too 
numerous ; they're not bad fellows on the whole, 
and they hate the blacks like poison." 

Still Captain Betterton maintained it would 
be best and wisest to leave things alone, and to 
clear out as quickly as possible. 

"Well, then, flatly, Betterton, I won't clear 
out," declared Tom, " until I've purged my soul 
of being a sham god ! And, besides, how can 
we clear out to-morrow or the next day when 
we know of no other way of escape than through 
the Throat of Death ? The other way must be 



2 22 The Tyrants of KoolSim 

discovered, but to discover it will take time and 
exploration, and to be able to explore you must 
have put all suspicions to sleep. All the while 
IVe been here I've been kept close to the 
temple and this beastly pleasure-ground, every 
step of which I know, horrible though it is. 
But with you free, and the others, and with the 
Arabs on our side — and Tm sure they can easily 
be won — we can do wonders." 

Seeing that Tom was so bent on his end, 
Captain Betterton yielded, the rather that there 
was no gainsaying Tom's contention that the 
way out must be discovered before they could 
stir. 

" And now," said Tom, " we'd better get back 
to the priests. Take your adventure in the Place 
of Serpents quite calmly — as if nothing had 
happened — and they'll regard you with all the 
more wonder and respect ; for never before have 
those sent in among the serpents come out 
again." 



CHAPTER XVI 

AN INTERVIEW WITH THE KING 

WHEN they approached the houses of 
the priests it was the middle of the 
afternoon. The siesta was over, and some were 
lounging about in the unceremonial pinafore of 
the citizens. When they observed Tom and his 
companions approach they looked with evident 
amazement, and then fled into their dwellings. 
Presently the whole colony trooped out, like 
rabbits from their burrows, and advanced with 
smiles and a rhythmic motion which could hardly 
be called dancing 

" Vive la bagatelle ! " cried Monsieur Gogny- 
Abd-el-Kader, infected with their gaiety. " Vive 
le labyrinthe ! Vivent les serpents ! " 

He produced his Jew's harp, and with a skip 
took the front of the returning party. He 
essayed the Marseillaise^ but on his one-tongued 
instrument that was impossible, and he contented 

993 
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himself with its usual humble notes. The smil- 
ing little priests instantly became solemn — for 
they clearly thought the insect-humming produced 
was a kind of sacred music — fell into proces- 
sional order around the party, and conducted 
them forward, keeping time to the music with 
a bobbing rhythm. 

" You return in triumph," said Tom to Captain 
Betterton. " The priests, at least, appear con- 
vinced of your divinity." 

" It may be all a pretence," said the Captain. 
** They appear to be of the same cunning Jewish 
type as the King and his nobles." 

" I believe they are," answered Tom. 

Whatever their hidden thoughts and intentions, 
however, the priests behaved in a kindly manner. 
They conducted them to a gaily decorated ban- 
queting-room, where they made Tom, Captain 
Betterton, and Monsieur Gogny sit upon mats, 
and be served with food and drink. The two 
Arabs were neglected, the old man, doubtless, 
because he was known as merely a servant [of 
the royal house, and Abdallah because he had 
shown himself a blasphemer of their god. 

After a little while the King arrived in haste, 
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with his attendants and a company of black 
soldiers, who remained at the gate. He had, no 
doubt, been sent to by the priests, and informed 
of the escape of the strangers from the Place 
of Serpents. In fact, that soon became clear. 
He had barely entered when he was met and 
addressed by the chief priest ; and Tom over- 
heard the following dialogue which he afterwards 
translated to Captain Betterton. 

" Neither the wandering paths nor the serpents, 
O great King, Brother of the Sun, have been of 
any avail to detain them ! The owner of the 
moustachios and the fat one are, doubtless, 
masters of sorcery." 

" Go to ! Ye are fools ! Are the serpents 
powerless on any but our race?" 

" They are powerless on these, O King ! For, 
though, as thou seest, their garments are torn 
by the brambles of the place, yet no harm has 
come to any, and they [stand well and strong 
before thee." 

"And thinkest thou the royal darts would be 
powerless against them?" 

** That, O King, thy servant cannot tell." 

" Canst thou distinguish between them ? " 

15 
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" So please the King, the owner of the mous- 
tachios, he who called upon the sun in the 
temple, is the master of unwindings and of 
incantations ; and the other, the fat one, is the 
master of musical charm. He possesses a small 
instrument of strange music which delights the 
car. 

The first thing, therefore, which the King did, 
after he had saluted the strangers and the 
strangers had saluted him (Tom Malleson alone 
refrained from salute), was to ask that he might 
be shown the musical instrument of which he 
had heard. Gogny showed it, and afterwards 
played upon it, while the King listened with his 
head on one side like an obscene vulture. Then 
the King essayed to play it himself, but he knew 
neither the trick of using the breath, nor the 
necessity of putting the instrument against the 
teeth, and therefore he produced no sound. That, 
probably, did more than any words of the chief 
priest to convince him there was sorcery in it. 
He inquired of the owner of the moustachios 
whether he also had not some instruments of 
sorcery or witchcraft. Trusting to the belief 
that, even if the King had ever seen a musket 
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he had never seen a revolver, the Captain at once 
said "Yes," and showed his weapon. What 
was its power ? asked the King. The Captain 
rose and beckoned the King out, explaining 
through the Arab his purpose. Outside there 
was a flock of pigeons feeding on the ground. 
They were put to flight, and Captain Betterton — 
whose revolver practice was excellent — brought, 
down one on the wing. A priest picked it up 
and showed it to the King dead. 

"Of a certainty they have sorcery," said the 
King. 

They returned into the banqueting-room and 
sat down. 

"What shall be done with these strangers?" 
asked the King of the chief priest. 

"Let them be given to the priest, O King, 
Brother of the Sun, that their witchcrafts may 
serve the priests. Let the owner of the mous- 
tachios be appointed guardian of the sacred relics, 
with his portion from the daily sacrifice to the 
sun, and let the fat one be made keeper of the 
serpents with his little instrument of music, and 
let him also have his daily portion from the 
sacrifice." 
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" It shall be so. Let it be so written," said 
the King. 

" And, O King," said the priest vindictively, 
" let the Arab, the blasphemer of the sun, the 
worshipper of the false god Allah, be degraded 
to the position of a scullion and messenger in 
the King's royal kitchen.*' 

" It is well. It shall be so," said the King. 

Then the King signified through the Arab that 
Captain Betterton and Monsieur Gogny would 
remain with the priests, and be, the one guardian 
of the sacred relics, and the other keeper of the 
serpents, while Abdallah was commanded to 
return with the old Arab to the royal palace. 
These arrangements made, the King was for 
setting off again, when Tom Malleson addressed 
him with a familiarity which astonished Captain 
Betterton till, in a moment, he perceived the 
reason of it. 

" Brother Ha-ha- Amigdal,'* said Tom, in the 
native language, " Brother of the Sun, I have a 
question to ask, and a request to make. Where 
are the others who were present with these in 
the temple at noon, and especially she who 
is my sister, the sister of the sun? I-et her 
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come to me that I may speak with her, or let me 
go to her." 

" It is impossible for the sun to come out of 
the sky, or the sun-god out of his temple," said 
the King, with a vicious side-long smile, "to 
walk about the streets of the city." 

" Then let her come to me," said Tom. 

"The sister of the sun," said the King, still 
smiling, " is about to be the bride of the brother 
of the sun, and she is secluded in the palace." 

Tom and Captain Betterton could scarcely avoid 
exchanging looks of alarm, but they did manage 
to refrain from looking at each other at all. Tom 
would have preferred to have pulled the little 
King's very obvious nose, but in the dangerous 
circumstances with which he and his friends were 
invested he put a constraint upon himself, and 
spoke mildly. 

" Nevertheless, brother," said he, " let her come 
and exchange words with me. We are truly sister 
and brother, our hearts are strongly knit together, 
ahd it is many years since I have looked upon her 
face." 

The King considered a little while, with his 
obscene head to one side, and his quick cunning 
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eye now on Tom and now on Captain Bettertoii. 
They gave no sign but waited his answer. For a 
moment or two they kept their eyes anxiously 
but steadily fixed on him ; for his hand had 
wandered to his bosom, where they knew his 
precious poisonous darts were treasured. But he 
removed his hand, for their eyes would neither 
quail nor release him. He rose. 

" She shall come," he answered. 

" Send for her, brother," said Tom coolly, " for 
her and her friend, and await her coming here." 

Again the royal hand wandered to the royal 
bosom, and again it was withdrawn. Then he 
turned to the old Arab and gave him a ring from 
his finger, in token that he was a King's messenger, 
and directed him to go at once to the palace with 
two negroes, and two spare horses, and bring the 
two ladies straightway. That done, he sat down 
again, plainly in a temper. Monsieur Gogny- 
Abd-el-Kader was quick enough to perceive that, 
and without invitation began to play upon his 
Jew's harp, to banish the evil spirit from the King, 
even as David with his harp exorcised the 
evil spirit that troubled King Saul. The little 
King was soothed, and by-and-by he spoke : 
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"Let the owner of the moustachios, the 
keeper of the sacred reh'cs, play with his little 
thunder." 

But Betterton had no desire to waste more 
powder and shot which might yet be needful, 
and fancying himself as a swordsman, he proposed 
that he should impress the King with his sword 
play. Tom stated the proposal to the King, and 
the King assented. The Captain went out into 
the courtyard to have elbow room, and the King 
and the others witnessed his display through the 
open doors. A dead sheep was brought — newly 
killed for the supper of the priests — and was 
suspended on a pole held by two of the negro 
soldiers, and the Captain executed the familiar 
feat of cutting it in two with one swift sweep of 
his weapon. A hard-boiled egg was brought, and 
served to exhibit the lemon-feat. These feats 
interested and amused the King ; but when the 
Captain challenged three big negroes to sword 
combat all together, and when, in spite of their 
fierce attack and their wild cries, he disarmed 
and pinked first one, and then another, and the 
third, making their swords spin from their hands 
as if they were gripped by mere boys, then the 
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little King's little heart throbbed with the ecstasy 
of battle. 

" That, truly, is a sword ! " he exclaimed. 
" Never have I seen such a glancing, flaming 
weapon." 

He asked to look at it, but he could not see 
that it was very different, save in the handle, from 
the swords of the negroes, and he concluded that 
the manifest power of witchcraft which it displayed 
must reside in the handle. 

By that time Miss Malleson and her companion 
had arrived. She flew to her brother's arms, and 
was overcome with joyful weeping. 

" Steady, my dear ! " murmured Tom. " I am 
going to try to keep you here with me till we can 
all get off. To do that I am going to pretend to 
be pleased that you will be the King's bride ! " 

He took her hand, and led her to the King, 
who was already on his feet, his little form 
and pinched face instinct with suspicion and 
cunning. 

"Tears flow, brother," he said, "because she 
leaves you and comes to me. The great King 
Ha-ha- Amigdal honours the maiden, my sister, 
by seeking her for his bride. The honour is more 
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than I or the maiden can assume at once. More- 
over, brother, it is not in accordance with the 
laws of Kool'Sim that the King, the Brother of 
the Sun, should take to himself a queen until she 
is initiated by the priests and priestesses of the 
sun into all the deep mysteries of sun-worship. 
Is it not so, O priest ? " 

" It is, indeed, and truly so," answered the 
chief priest thus appealed to. 

"Let the maiden, therefore, brother, and her 
friend," continued Tom coolly and suavely, 
"remain here with the priests to be prepared 
for her nuptials." 

The King frowned, and thrust his hand into 
his bosom, but he hardly dared resist what was 
ordained by the priests of his religion. 

" How long, O priests ? " he asked. 

" The time ordained, O King," answered the 
priest, " is a whole moon." 

" A moon ? " cried the King in shrill indignation. 
" Half a moon is surely enough for the bride of 
the Brother of the Sun." 

" The time ordained, O King, Brother of the 
Sun," maintained the chief priest obstinately, „ is 
a whole moon." 
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** Let the time be shortened by as much as 
possible," said the King. 

" The time will be well spent, O King," said 
Tom sweetly ; " for during it the maiden, my 
sister, will grow in beauty like a flower that 
opens to the sun." 

To add what persuasion she could, Miss 
Malleson smiled upon the King in a most melting 
fashion, and he smiled in return, won like a 
naughty boy. 

Thus it was finally settled that Miss Malleson 
and her friend, Miss Tubbs, should remain in 
charge of the priests of the sun, and the King 
prepared to depart with his retinue. As the King 
departed to join his guard of blacks outside Tom 
plucked the sleeve of the old Arab, Mallem Hamed, 
and whispered to him — 

" Contrive to come here to-night at the hour 
of El Asha prayers." 

" Alas, Sidi ! " murmured the Arab, " here there 
are no prayers." 

" Nevertheless," said Tom fiercely, " thou 
knowest the hour. I shall be waiting for thee 
forty paces above that gate. I shall be within 
the wall. Peace. And Allah prosper us." 
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When the King and his people were gone, 
Tom turned to greet freely his sister and her 
friend. 

" A month ! " he exclaimed to Captain 
Betterton. " We have a month ! " 

" Or less," said the Captain. " The King is 
impatient, remember." 

"Quite so," said Tom. "We have not done 
badly — do you think? — and we can surely finish 
our arrangements in the time." 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE SACRED RELICS AND THE ENCHANTED 

STICK 

ABOUT an hour and a half after sunset — 
which is the hour of the Moslem El Asha 
— Tom Malleson and Captain Betterton were 
waiting within the wall which confined all the 
temple grounds and property. They were forty 
paces from the gate by which his little majesty 
of Kool-sim had departed. At the appointed 
time Tom, by the help of Captain Betterton, 
mounted the wall, and found true to the demand 
made upon him the old Arab Mallem Hamed. 
And their important interview began. 

" Thou art still one of the faithful," asked 
Tom ; and continued, after he had heard the old 
man's impassioned reply, " and thou wouldst 
deliver thyself and thy brethren from the oppres- 
sive bonds of this land of poison?" 

That question also being answered with fervid 



Sacred Relics and Enchanted Stick 237 

protestation, Tom began clearly to set before him 
the design he and Captain Betterton had agreed 
upon for the destruction of the " rotten " dynasty 
of little men, and for the .supplanting of them by 
Arab power. He explained to him that his part 
was to convey the news warily to his co-reli- 
gionists, and to rouse their drooping spirits for 
a Jehddy or Holy War, for the glory of Allah 
and the destruction of the infidels. The first 
recruit he was to secure was Abdallah, and with 
his aid he was to work upon the little people, 
and by well-chosen agents in town and country 
raise their expectations (which had been recently 
disappointed) of a full deliverance from the race 
of poison that oppressed them. They were to 
declare to the little people that at a certain time, 
to be presently revealed, the sun-god would 
descend from his throne in answer to their 
prayers and work destruction upon their enemies. 
Meantime, he was requested to bear in mind, and 
to instruct Abdallah, that it was to be revealed 
to no one that he, the reputed sun-god, was only 
a man. 

That was all then, and the old Arab departed 
primed and hot for his mission. 
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To win over his own people would not be 
difficult, for, under whatever adverse circum- 
stances, the Moslem always keeps burning a fire, 
however small, of fanaticism for the faith of 
Islam, and the slightest wind of encouragement 
will make it blaze up into a desire for a holy 
war for the destruction of the infidel. It would 
not be more difficult to convince the little people 
that the sun-god would step down from his throne 
with weapons in his hands to deliver them from 
their oppressors. 

While this preparation is in progress it is 
necessary to remind the reader that Captain 
Betterton was appointed keeper of the sacred 
relics. These were exhibited next day, and he 
was expected to show a proper admiration and 
worship for them. They were as follows : — 

1. The knife with which Abraham had intended 
to sacrifice Isaac to the sun-god. 

2. A shoe from a hoof of Balaam's ass. 

3. The sword of Gideon. 

4. The ass's jaw-bone with which Samson 
slaughtered the Philistines. 

5. The spear of Goliath of Gath. 

The knife, the donkey-shoe, the sword, and the 
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ass's jaw-bone — these four sacred relics reposed 
in a silk-lined box made of the pine of the 
Moorish highlands which the Moors call UAris, 
elegantly carved with mystic symbols of the sun, 
and emitting an agreeable perfume. The box 
stood on the dafs in the temple behind the golden 
throne of the sun-god, and above it on the wall, 
slung in loops of embossed leather, was that 
which was called the spear of Goliath of Gath. 
If it was not actually the spear of Goliath (which 
is unlikely), it suited well with the description 
of that mighty weapon, whose staff was "like a 
weaver's beam" (the beam, that is to say, of an 
Arab or Jewish weaver), and whose head " weighed 
six hundred shekels of iron," or about eighteen 
pounds. 

On examining these sacred curiosities, which 
interested him very much, the Captain came to 
the conclusion that the knife and the straight, 
short, broad sword were Roman, but what the 
great spear was and who could have ever wielded 
it as a weapon of war, he could not guess. The 
staff seemed to have been a young palm-tree, 
and was probably lighter than it appeared, and 
the broad, leaf-shaped head seemed made of good 
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steel. Tom, who had no taste for antiquities, and 
who steadfastly maintained that the royal family 
and the aristocracy were of degenerate Jewish 
race, called the relics "rubbish" — the remains, he 
declared, of a " Wardour Street collection " which 
their trafficking ancestors had bought cheap. 

But he, like Captain Betterton, took a new 
interest in them when he heard from the priests 
the traditions concerning them — traditions which 
he had never before inquired about. It was 
necessary for the Captain, as their guardian, to 
learn these traditions, and they were these : 
When a foreign people should come and turn 
these weapons against the ruling race, the ruling 
race would fall ; and concerning the great spear 
there was a rhyme which may be thus rendered 
in English — 

'* When the sun shall burn this spear like a torch, 
Red war shall flow through the temple porch." 

These scraps of tradition made them curious to 
hear more, and they listened with attention when 
the priests sought to instruct Miss Malleson and 
themselves in the mysteries of sun-worship as 
understood in Kool-sim. The mysteries they 
gradually found, to their amazement and amuse- 
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ment, were but a farrago of mangled versions of 
Old Testament stories they had read in their youth, 
in which the sun took the place of Jehovah, 
but in which the human heroes — Abraham and 
Moses, Joshua and Jephthah, Gideon and Samson, 
Solomon and Daniel — retained their names. The 
priests did not know the origin of these stories ; 
they had always had them ; they were not written 
down anywhere, though they could write ; arid 
they had no sacred books, except the little 
note-books which had been seen in the hands of 
the little nobles in the hall which Monsieur 
Gogny had called La Bourse^ but they con- 
tained nothing but figures. On urging curious 
inquiry further the catechumens learned that the 
priests knew nothing of the origin of their people ; 
they only knew the tradition that they had come 
there from somewhere else, that their old name 
meant " Wanderers " or " Outcasts," and that they 
had at first been a very wretched people, trading 
with the little natives and oppressed by them. 

" I was sure of it," exclaimed Tom Malleson. 
" They are Jews, of course ; and, like Jews every- 
where, they come to trade and stay to rule." 

And whilst I am writing of these tedious 
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matters (which some, like Tom and the Captain, 
may find interesting) let me sum up other 
points of information which were gleaned from 
the priests : — 

By a cunning system of usury — by making 
friendly and tempting loans at no alarming 
interest, and letting loan and interest run on — 
the King and the aristocracy had two or three 
hundred years before become possessed not only 
of all the land and other property in the kingdom, 
but also of the persons of all the working and 
trading population, even as a certain Pharaoh, 
at the instigation of a Jew, had done in the land 
of Egypt ages ago. 

The King and the aristocracy owned great 
wealth of precious stones, which they got dug 
from an old mine once worked by the Roums 
or other ancients. 

The poor, the little natives, had songs and 
ballads, and a rude kind of music, but the King 
and the aristocracy had nothing of the kind, 
nor could find amusement in them ; none of the 
ruling race could even sing except those of the 
priests who had long been set apart for the 
purpose ; and of mathematical science to them 
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the supreme expression was the multiplication 
table. They could count up to a million (an 
unusual condition of arithmetical development 
in a semi-barbarous people), and counting was 
their only intellectual amusement. Indeed, La 
Bourse^ the inquirers found, was a fashionable 
reunion for the amusement of counting, when 
problems in what the school boy knows as 
" mental arithmetic " were tossed to and fro, 
and large sums of money were lost and won on 
the issue. 

And in this connection I may here set down 
the experience of Walter Firebrace and Will 
Malleson in the royal household. Finding 
how addicted the whole court were to all games 
of counting, they introduced with great iclat 
the game of " noughts and crosses." But the 
King and his people quickly divested it of its 
primitive simplicity by making the loser pay, if 
he was " nought," a precious stone, and if he 
was "cross," a pair of sticks of rare perfume, 
and by encouraging the onlookers to bet on. the 
results. 

On the other hand, the boys were dragged into 
their games of " mental arithmetic," much to 
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the disgust of Walter, who was dull at arithmetic, 
and even to the chagrin of Will, who, though 
quick enough, complained that it was a " sell " 
to play at being at school when they ought to 
be having adventures. 

Thus it will be seen (and so I return to my 
story) that the boys and the men both began 
to laugh at and to weary of both the serious and 
the frivolous life of Kool-stm. They met once 
a day in the temple (for Captain Betterton and 
Monsieur Gogny, like Tom Malleson, were not 
permitted to pass beyond the temple bounds), 
and were able usually to compare notes. The 
boys, of course, did not have any speech with 
Tom, who still maintained his place as the sun- 
god, though he was now plainly alive, and ready 
to lend an ear to the plaints and the prayers 
privately poured out to him by the little people, 
but they were amply instructed by Captain 
Betterton concerning what was expected of 
them. 

*: We cannot go out and explore, you know," 
he had said ; " so it depends on you boys at 
present to find that other way that is safe for 
escape through the mountains out of this place, 
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and to find out, too, if you can, where the King 
and his nobles get the poison they poison their 
little darts with. If we knew where they get it 
we could, perhaps, cut off that horrible danger." 
And so day by day the question was put to 
the boys, "Well, any news?" and day after day 
the boys had to answer that they had discovered 
nothing, till they were ashamed. But the King 
gave them no chance of wandering. Occasionally, 
he took them to ride with him in his retinue ; 
but his rides were of short duration, and he was 
no hunter (if indeed there were any creatures 
to hunt), and he never by any chance went near 
the mountains. And still the precious time 
slipped away. But at length Walter Firebrace 
distinguished himself by a discovery. And it 
came about in this way. 

** I say," said Walter one day to Captain 
Betterton, while the singing-men and women 
of the temple were chanting, "isn*t it a funny 
thing that the King won't let the lake be men- 
tioned, and that he and all of them seem so 
frightened of it? Yesterday I asked him if I 
might have a swim in it ; and he almost fainted 
with terror, and screamed at me that if I ever 
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mentioned the place again he would shoot me 
with one of his darts ! " 

" Odd," murmured the Captain. " What is 
the lake like? Shut up here, and never seeing 
a hint of it, I had forgotten about it — forgotten, 
at least, to think it might be of any consequence. 
What is it like? I mean, is there any sign of 
a river running in or running out?" 

" No," answered Walter, " no sign of a river 
at all that I can see, though, of course, I haven*t 
been right down to the edge. The lake seems 
just lying in a hole like a dirty village-pond. 
And it does look beastly, somehow. You never 
see a fish rise nor a bird fly over it ; and it's 
always foggy over some part or other, and it is 
curiously scummy." 

" Why did you want to bathe in it, then ? " 
asked the Captain. 

" I don't know," answered Walter. " I wanted 
to do something, and I felt I should like to bathe 
in anything." 

"We'll speak about it again to-morrow, young 
'un," said the Captain. " Til see if we can find 
out anything about it to-night from the priests." 

The Captain told Tom Malleson what he had 
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heard, and Tom inquired of the priests con- 
cerning the lake. At first they shuddered, and 
would not speak of it ; but he urged them till 
they blurted out, — 

" It is the water of death ! Speak not of it ! 
Men say— even the old among the little people 
— that in the depths of its waters at high 
noon, when the sun shines into them, the roofs 
and towers of a drowned city may be seen ! 
And they say that the breath of the drowned 
comes ceaselessly up in thick bubbles of pitch ! 
The bubbles float to the edges, and the little 
people make oil for their lamps of them ! But 
speak no more of it. It is a place accursed." 

There was one thing near them, then, which 
the poison people feared, that was evident. 

"It is, of course, like the Dead Sea, Lake 
Asphaltites ! " said the Captain to Tom Malleson. 
"There filthy fogs always prevail, and scummy, 
greasy, pitchy blobs always float on the surface. 
There the waters are so heavy, salt, and bitter, 
that a man can float like a cork. I wonder if 
these are similar ? And there is an inlet of water 
— a big river — at one end, and no outlet at the 
other. I wonder " 
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Next day he told Walter Firebrace what the 
priests had revealed, and he said to him, " Find 
any excuse, any means, but get to the lake, and 
look for a river flowing in. Tm sure there must 
be a river flowing in, or a stream." 

Walter left the temple, feeling heavily the 
responsibility imposed upon him, and saying to 
himself, " It's all very well to tell me to find a 
river, or a stream flowing in, but that's a geo- 
graphical exercise for Will Malleson more than 
for me. I can't find rivers and streams : that's 
geography ; but I'll find out if you can see 
roofs and towers at the bottom." 

And this was how he contrived to get to the 
lake ; for the King had forbidden him to bathe 
in the lake upon pain of death by a poison dart, 
and he was never allowed to leave the palace 
alone. He conveyed in bad French and weak 
Arabic his trouble to Abdallah — Abdallah, who 
was advanced to be chief scullion and Kaid of 
the cinder-rakers and sweepers, as well as being 
interpreter through another Arab between the 
boys and the King — and Abdallah said, " Fear 
not ! Allah will show a way ! " So in the early 
morning Walter rose from his rug in the neigh- 
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boiirhood of the royal chamber, and by arrange- 
ment with Abdallah appeared in the royal 
scullery with nothing on but a single under- 
garment, just when Abdallah had begun to 
supervise the cleaning up of all the royal hearths. 
Arrived there, he was placed in the great ash- 
tub, and Abdallah himself sprinkled ashes over 
him till there were enough ashes upon and about 
him to make a level surface. Then Abdallah 
called his underlings, the negro cinder-sifters or 
dustmen, and roared at them in a scolding 
voice — 

" Sons of laziness ! Breeders of vermin ! Why 
was this ash-tub not emptied yestermorn ? Here 
it has been left a whole journey of the sun." 

Then the cinder-sifters looked in wonder and 
perplexity upon the almost full tub. 

" Of a surety, O Kaid of the cinder-rakers," 
said they, " this tub was emptied yestermorn ! " 

" How can it have been emptied, O sons of 
blindness and fathers of lies, if it is now almost 
full ? " 

To that the cinder-sifters had no answer to 
make. So they hoisted it up upon their shoulders, 
growling that it was wonderfully heavy for a 
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mere tub of ashes not quite full, and carried it 
out. They carried it across the outer yard of the 
palace to a low wall about two feet high that 
overlooked the lake. Sheer down, thirty or forty 
feet below, were the thick waters of the lake ; 
and, as was their custom, they tilted the ash-tub 
to throw its contents into the water. 

" Throw clear ! " cried Abdallah. 

They swung it by the handles and the bottom, 
and flung, and never stayed to look. 

Walter Firebrace was both a good swimmer 
and a good diver, and flinging out his arms, like 
wings, to steady and direct himself at first, he 
brought them together just as he reached the 
water, and slid in like an eel into oil. But the 
water — so thick was it ! — forced him quickly 
back to the surface, and the bitterness of it on 
his lips was like the essence of ten thousand 
spoonfuls of salt. The water bit and it blistered, 
but he swam about without any trouble, for the 
water bore him up as if he were a cork. After 
a little swimming he felt caught in a current — a 
kind of backwash against the steep black rocks 
of basalt — and his body became heavier. He 
tasted the water : it was almost fresh ; and still, 
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as he swam lazily, he was carried under a vault 
of rock, and then after a little while was caught 
in a swift cold stream, and swept away out again 
into the bitter, salt, thick waters. There, among 
floating and drifting scum and rubbish, he picked 
up a curious, smoothly-fashioned stick or bdton 
of red wood, like an office ruler, but thicker, 
strangely carved, and reminding him of something 
he had lately not seen — the stick of charm which 
Captain Betterton had received from the wise 
fakee ! He was suddenly jubilant and acute. He 
believed he had made two discoveries, for had 
he not discovered also the stream, or river, as well 
as the stick ? He swam back resolutely to make 
sure of it, and found himself breasting a current, 
of whose force and quality there could be no 
doubt. He swam on into the darkness of the 
vault, and felt the rush of damp air upon his brow 
and the taste of sweet water on his lips. Still he 
swam on ; for he was wise enough to argue that 
if the vaulted bay of the lake was only a bay, 
he would presently touch an impassable wall or 
be landed on a sloping strand. Neither results 
ensued ; but instead, when he had swum on some 
hundred yards or so, the water shallowed, while 
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the vault still remained high, and the damp air 
still rushed about him. He could not doubt now 
but that he had discovered a river — probably the 
river — for the tumult and babble of a stream over 
stones made themselves agreeably audible. He 
waded on a few yards farther (for swimming was 
become impossible), and tasted the water again. 
It was distinctly cold and sweet; without a trace 
of saltness. Then he returned, and plunged into 
the waters of the vault and swam ashore. He hid 
in his bosom the charmed stick he had found, 
with the intention of showing it to the Captain, 
and then he made a to-do, as he scrambled among 
the dried lumps and boulders of pitch, calling for 
" Abdallah ! " for he could not climb the sheer 
precipice without help. 

Abdallah appeared, and looked over the low 
wall, exclaiming as at a horrible discovery. And 
then he called, " What, ho ! Knaves ! Black 
slaves of the dust heap ! Fathers of dirt ! What 
is this? Behold, ye sons of the ash-tub! See 
what ye have done ! Now must ye answer to 
the King, the Brother of the Sun, for throwing 
his favourite boy into the accursed lake, as if he 
were dirt ! " 
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Then, when Walter had been got up with a 
rope, and the puzzled slaves had been dismissed, 
he shook the boy by the hand. 

" Allah has prospered you ! " he said ; and when 
he understood the discovery and saw the stick, 
" The favours of Allah descend upon us like the 
rain. Said I not that the father of moustachios 
was the master of the adventure? And is not 
my old father proved to be one of the wise ones ? 
Follow the father of moustachios," said the old 
man, "for he will lead you, my son, to fortune, 
and take him this stick, enchanted of the wise 
ones, and blest of Allah! And lo, the stick is 
truly blest of Allah, and enchanted of the wise 
ones, for it must have been lost many days ago, 
and it now returns, sent by Allah, to give us 
hope ! " 



\ 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE BOYS IN DANGER 

THE King, of course, was not told the story 
of the escapade of his favourite, his " golden 
boy," for it was to the interest of those con- 
cerned — slaves and all — to keep it from him. 

At the usual meeting in the temple Walter 
told Captain Betterton his story, and said, ** I 
found a river running in — not a big river — and 
look what I found floating among the drift ! " 

The Captain absolutely blushed, and then 
turned pale, with delight at seeing the stick ; 
while Abdallah (who for purposes of conspiracy 
now appeared as a worshipper of the sun) re- 
peated the hopeful and complimentary expressions 
he had uttered the day before to Walter. 

" The very stick," exclaimed the Captain, 
" given me by the fakee ! Look ! Here are 
my initials I cut on it, *F. B.' I lost it when 
we were crossing the mountain stream we came 
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upon the day after we were hurried off by the 
Sons of Ahia ! You see what that must mean — 
don't you, young un? — you've found the way 
out ! The Way of Life is underground along 
that stream ! " 

" I thought something of that sort," said Walter, ' 
rather sadly and thoughtfully. 

"Why? What's the matter?" asked the 
Captain. " Don't you like it ? You don't want 
to stay on here — do you?" 

" Oh no ! " he answered. " But you haven't 
seen the place. How can we all dive thirty or 
forty feet into the lake, and then swim into the 
vault ? " 

" If that's the only way we must do it," said 
the Captain. 

But, stimulated by his success, Walter insisted 
on thinking some other way must be found ; 
and, as it happened, luck — or Allah, as the pious 
Abdallah declared — led him on to another dis- 
covery. 

The King had sometimes shown him and 
Will a collection of precious green stones 
which he cherished, and the boys had asked 
where they had come from. The King had 
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answered that they had been dug long ago out 
of a great mine — a very ancient mine surviving 
from the days of the Roum. The mine was not 
now worked, he said, but he would one day 
take them to see it ; for it was a very great 
and wonderful place sloping down into the roots 
of the mountains. So one day he proposed that 
they should ride to the mountain, which was not 
very far off behind the city. 

They rode and came to the mountain, which 
towered its great bulk above them up into the 
clouds. They found the disused mine without 
difficulty, for its mouth gaped on the mountain- 
side like a railway tunnel. The boys were sur- 
prised, for they had expected something like a 
coal-mine, and here was a great hole, like a 
gigantic rabbit-burrow, which they rode into 
without difficulty, though its slope downward 
was somewhat steep. Slaves carried torches to 
light the way, and they rode for, perhaps, a 
quarter of a mile. Then they dismounted, not 

because they could not ride farther, but that 
they might examine spots on the rocky walls 

which shone and sparkled. The boys wandered 

on over piles of rubbish and loose boulders, trying 
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with their knives to dislodge some of these 
glistening clots. Suddenly Walter stood, when 
they were some distance from the rest of the 
company — stood and listened. 

"Can you hear the rush of water?" he asked 
his companion Will. 

Will listened. " I believe I can," he answered. 
" Yes, Tm sure I can ! " 

"All right Tm off to see," cried Walter. 
"You needn't come unless you like." 

He sprang forward with a shout, as if in pur- 
suit of some creature he had discovered, and 
pelted on with his jelab gathered about his 
waist. He came to the brink of running water, 
a stream of tolerable rapidity, and of no great 
depth. He could not see it well, but so he judged 
from the shallowness of its brawling sound. 
An idea took possession of him. 

" Holloa ! I know ! " he cried, as if by way 
of greeting to the new idea. 

He took off his turban — he had nothing else 
th^t would easily float for any distance — and 
wading into the water as far as he dared, he 
set the turban afloat. 

" What's that for ? " asked Will Malleson. 

17 



i 



258 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

" Don't you tell what IVe done, and I hope 
you'll see presently what IVe done it for," 
answered Walter. " We'll say we chased a beast 
— a white beast — with long hind legs." 

" You mean a rabbit — a white rabbit ! " said 
Will simply. 

"Oh," said Walter, "what does it matter what 
I mean ? But we'll say I threw my turban at 
it and the water carried it away." 

They returned to the waiting King, who had 
sent several black soldiers scouring and shouting 
after them. They were scolded — the King even 
threatening poison darts if they ran like that 
again — but Walter's explanation was accepted, 
and since he looked extremely sorry no more 
was said. 

Making the loss of his turban the excuse for 
the question, Walter asked every one near him, 
as they rode back to the city, where that stream 
in the mine flowed to, but no one — not even 
the King — could tell him. That seemed extra- 
ordinary to Walter Firebrace, and to the reader 
it may seem impossible; but it is the constant 
experience of travellers that the natives of savage 
or semi-barbarous regions have little curiosity 
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and less knowledge concerning what may be 
odd or unusual in nature, even in their im- 
mediate neighbourhood. 

When they re-entered the city, and returned 
to the palace, the King made Walter a present 
of a new turban. He accepted it with a good 
grace, and then contrived to hurry off to find 
Abdallah, and relate to him the story of his 
lost turban. He requested Abdallah to go at 
once to the wall overlooking the lake (for he 
himself was forbidden to go there on any 
account), and to use his eyes well to see if the 
turban was floating among the rubbish where 
he had found the enchanted stick. Abdallah 
soon returned, to say that he had seen something 
all soaked and draggled, and of a certain colour, 
which might be the turban ; but that by-and- 
by he would fish it up and make sure. Later 
Abdallah came secretly to Walter, and showed 
a flat, flabby mass of white and red stuff. 

" See, young sidi," said Abdallah, " if that 
be thy lost turban or no." 

Walter examined the soaked, draggled thing. 
It was no longer recognisable as a turban, but 
as the remains only of one ; yet he did not 
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hesitate to declare it his, for there was the fez 
or tarbosh, and the piece of white stuff with 
the gold thread running through it — there was 
no doubt about it at all. 

It was, therefore, with excusable joy that he 
told Captain Betterton next day of his discovery — 
that the underground stream, namely, could be 
reached through the disused mine, and need not 
be entered by diving first into the lake. 

That excellent and important discovery of 
Walter's stirred Will Malleson to emulation ; 
and since the only thing apparently left for him 
to discover was the source of the poison with 
which the King poisoned his terrible little darts, 
he set himself assiduously to discover it. Now, 
though it has been unnecessary as yet to state 
the horrible fact, it is nevertheless true that almost 
every other day, and sometimes oftener than once 
in a day, the vicious King would cast a dart 
at some one of his servants, negro or Arab, who 
offended him. Without exception the smitten 
person (the boys with the horror of fascination 
always inquired after them) died in two days in 
a condition of loathsomeness which very few 
could endure to look upon ; so it was evident 
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that the darts were always effectively poisoned. 
When Will set himself to observe and to con- 
sider he quickly remarked two things — first, that 
the used dart was always brought back to the 
King, which suggested that he had no large supply, 
and did not wish to lose one ; and second, that 
on the night of any day when he had used a 
dart he shut himself up very closely in his 
chamber. Will could easily note that, because 
he and Walter, being the King's pages, slept in 
little alcoves adjoining the King's chamber. 

Having got thus far. Will took the opportunity 
on the next occasion of a dart being thrown to 
secrete himself as early as he could in the royal 
chamber. There were not many places of con- 
cealment, and perhaps he chose the worst ; for he 
was flustered by the coming of the King almost 
as soon as he had entered. He whipped him- 
self behind some silk hangings, and then, when 
the King entered, with a slave bearing a lamp, 
he saw, to his horror, that the light shone upon 
his feet ; for the curtains did not reach the 
floor. Trembling with terror, afraid to stir, and 
unable to withdraw — imagine the boy's situation ! 

In spite of trembling and fear, however, he 
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had the wit to crouch low and observe closely 
through the meeting folds of two curtains all the 
King's proceedings. First the lamp was set down 
on a little table about a foot high, and the slave 
was dismissed. Next the King examined all the 
openings into the chamber, as if to make sure 
that he was not overlooked. Then he performed 
^for himself such disrobing as was usually done 
for him, and took his supply of feathered darts 
carefully from his bosom, and Will observed they 
were contained in a small leather quiver. He 
took them from the quiver and placed them on 
a tray. There seemed no more than a dozen 
of them, but of whatever material they were they 
were heavy enough, though so small, to rattle in 
the tray. Next he sat down cross-legged on a 
rug near the lamp, and selected the used dart from 
among the others. He appeared to find it without 
difficulty, though he held it close to the lamp 
an instant, as if to make sure of it. After that, 
he scorched the tip of the dart in the flame of 
the lamp, and scraped it with a small knife, and 
then, quickly baring his leg to the knee, he 
hastily glanced about, and pricked the skin of 
the lower part of the calf with the sharp crow- 



The Boys in Danger 263 

quill point of the dart. Then he pinched the 
skin to extrude a drop of blood, and smeared 
the drop upon the dart-tip. That done, he held 
the tip near the flame of the lamp to dry it, 
and when it was dry he gathered the others 
from the tray, and replaced them all in the little 
quiver. 

All was done so quietly, so quickly, and with 
so little display, that it was an instant before 
Will understood, and then it came to him in a 
flash of fear and horror that the King poisoned his 
darts with his own blood\ 

The surprise of the horrible discovery shook 
a kind of sobbing sigh from the boy's mouth. 
The acute ear of the King caught it, and he 
listened, and looked sharply around, and looked 
again. Suddenly his eye fixed. It was evident 
he had caught sight of the boy's feet ! He rose, 
and came swiftly towards him. 

Will was ready to scream — not so much from 
fear as from horror of the little King — but by 
a violent effort he kept his presence of mind ; 
and it occurred to him to pretend to be asleep. 
He leaned close against the wall and closed his 
eyes. The King whipped the curtains open, saw 
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him — as if asleep — and stood and gazed at him a 
moment The boy, however, could not keep his 
eyes closed, and as soon as he opened them the 
King pounced upon him, and a wild cry escaped 
his lips. 

" Walter ! Walter ! " he called. 

But the King shouted and clapped his hands, 
and his Arab chamberlain and two or three negro 
soldiers, who were always on guard in the precincts 
of the royal chamber, rushed in. In an instant 
Will was secured, and Walter, who had been 
aroused by the cry, was secured too. In a twink- 
ling, without a word addressed to them by the 
King, they were hurried off — to execution they 
believed, but, as it proved, only to a lock-fast room. 

Will's pretence of sleep had probably saved 
him ; for the King would scarcely suspect that the 
boy had witnessed all his secret preparation of his 
darts. The Arab chamberlain, who was the last 
to leave them, looked on them with so much 
concern and pity, and shook his head with so 
much sad meaning, that they wished they could 
speak to him. But they knew they had not 
enough Arabic to make themselves understood. 
They thought, however, of him to whom, by 



The Boys in Danger 265 

a mixture of bad French and bad Arabic, they 
were wont to convey meanings, and they merely 
uttered his name. 

" Abdallah ! " 

The Arab understood, and nodded, and de- 
parted, locking them in. 

By the chamberlain's connivance Abdallah 
visited them at dawn. They contrived to get 
Abdallah to understand that Will had discovered 
all about the poisoned darts, and to instruct him 
to let Captain Betterton know that, and the change 
in their situation. 

The King himself at the usual hour of worship 
in the temple, when the usual ceremony and 
sacrifice were over, came to Captain Betterton, 
and with a smiling face declared through old 
Mallem Hamed that the boys were not present 
because they were " a little sick." 

"What? Both of them?" asked the Captain. 

"Both of them," answered the King through 
Mallem Hamed. " But they will be better on the 
morrow. They are good boys — beautiful boys." 

The Captain was a little puzzled, but he was 
bewildered when the old Arab whispered, " Trust 
him not. He smiles too much ; he is too smooth." 
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And his bewilderment turned to acute anxiety 
when Abdallah eloquently poured into his ear 
the story of the boys' detention. The danger of 
the boys appeared to him so great that, on his 
own responsibility, he decided that it was time to 
bring matters to a head, the rather that the great 
discovery they had been waiting for had now 
been made. The month stipulated for with the 
King in Miss Malleson's case was almost expired, 
and the King, since he did not appear impatient, 
must be growing suspicious, 

"To-night," said he hurriedly to Abdallah, 
" yourself and Mallem Hamed, at the hour of El 
AsAUy forty paces from the gate of the priests." 

When he met Tom Malleson after the temple 
ordinances were over he told him what he had 
heard and what he had done. 

** Tm thoroughly glad," said Tom, putting off 
his shining garments of gold, and stretching him- 
self. " I could not have stood this much longer, 
especially with those poor little beggars coming 
more and more to weep and pray to me. What 
do you think happened to-day ? A little baker — 
slave and property of the Vizier (they all seem 
to be the property of some one or other of these 
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little Jewish rotters over them) — complained with 
bitter tears that his owner had taken his wife 
and children away from him, and he prayed fer- 
vently that the promised day of deliverance by 
the sun-god might not tarry. * How long, O great 
one, mighty and glorious ! ' he moaned, and wrung 
his hands; and I had to be silent But now I 
can act." 

"And another curious thing / heard to-day," 
said Betterton. " Two negro soldiers were talking 
near me in a low voice about the wife and 
children of one of them being condemned to the 
Place of Serpents." 

"Good gracious!" exclaimed Tom. 
" How horrible ! " exclaimed his sister. 
" I got them aside a little later," continued the 
Captain, " and asked them about it, and what do 
you think they told me? In order that the 
negroes may not grow too numerous, if a mother 
is ever found trying to keep more than a certain 
number of a family she and the whole family are 
condemned to the Maze and the Serpents." 

" We'll make an end of the Maze and the 
Serpents!" said Tom Malleson. 

That night, therefore, at the hour of El Asha^ 
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he and Captain Betterton met Mallem Hamed 
and Abdallah at the usual spot of conspiracy, and 
the final arrangements were made for a crisis on 
the morrow. Both Tom and the Captain thought 
that, considering all the circumstances, the simpler 
the pre-arrangements the better, so that nothing 
might be omitted or go wrong. The hour appointed 
was the usual hour of worship in the temple. The 
Arabs, who numbered about two hundred, and for 
whom both Mallem Hamed and Abdallah pledged 
their most pious oaths, would seize the palace 
upon the departure of the King to the temple, 
overpower the negro guards left behind, and release 
the boys, if the King had not taken them with 
him to the Temple, in which case Tom and the 
Captain would see to them. Abdallah and 
Mallem Hamed that very night would inform the 
leaders of the little people in town and country 
that to-morrow at noon their deliverance would 
begin. They must assemble with their weapons 
and in order under their appointed leaders in the 
temple — a number being left outside to keep the 
doors, and to overpower the negro guard at the 
proper time — and when the great spear in the 
temple became a torch according to the prophecy — 
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"The spear become a torch!" exclaimed Abdal- 
lah. "That will be sorcery, of a truth !*•— 
then they were to cry aloud, "Down with the 
tyrants of Kool-sim ! " draw their bows, and fall 
upon the King and the court, and all the lords, 
while those without shot down the negro guards, 
but spared the horses. 

With these simple instructions the two Arabs 
departed, Tom requesting at the last moment 
that, in token of all things being in train, a lump 
of pitch or bitumen from the lake should be placed 
on that spot on the wall before dawn. 

Then there was close whispering in the town 
that night, and furious riding in the country, and 
in both town and country sharpening of knives 
and stringing of bows. 

But Abdallah did a foolish thing that night — a 
thing so foolish and reckless that it seemed as if 
he were inspired by a mischievous spirit to ruin 
all. The allusion to the rhyme concerning the 
spear reminded him of another rhyme of prophecy 
which he had heard : — 

" When the fruit of Death shall be in the King's plate, 
Then dangers threaten the Kool-Hm State." 

Abdallah had no doubt but that it was the 
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fruit of the Throat of Death that was meant, and ' 

he resolved with glee to attempt the fulfilment 

of the prophecy. He told no one of his intention, 

not even Mallem Hamed, but when his mission 

among the country-folk was done he put his 
mottle-grey mare to the top of her speed and 

rode for the Throat of Death. The time of fruit 

was begun — the grapes hung in young clusters 

about him as he rode — and he was elated by the 

risk of a visit to the dangerous pass, and still 

more by the prospect of the terror which the 

King would feel when he saw the fruit before 

him. As the Arab is wont, he called his mare 

all the most endearing and complimentary names 

he could think of as he urged her forward on 

the long ride— . 

" Pearl of Mares ! Daughter of strength ! Deafener 
of the ear ! Outstripper of the wind ! " 

He had intended to gather a full handful of 
the fruit; but when he came to The Throat the 
fruit was so fully out (the valley being so hot and 
sheltered), and the poisonous air began to affect 
him in so stupefying a fashion, that he snatched 
at the first red berry, and turned again at once 
and rode back. 



The Boys in Danger 271 

In the early morning he sauntered into the 
royal kitchen when the royal breakfast was 
being prepared. On a dish was a choice bunph 
of white grapes, of the tapering, or pear, variety. 
He raised the bunch, and placed his horrible red 

rry beneath. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

"DOWN WITH THE TYRANTS!" 

WHAT were the plans of Captain Betterton 
and Tom Malleson scarcely matters, for 
Abdallah's act of folly had made them of no 
worth. Let me, however, say that the only apparent 
touch of preparation was the daubing of the end 
of the staff of Goliath's spear with the pitch which 
had been left upon the wall, agreeable to arrange- 
ment ; and that daubing was accomplished in the 
very early morning with the greatest secrecy. 

When it neared the hour of noon to the anxious 
eyes of Captain Betterton and Monsieur Gogny- 
Abd-el-Kader (a more anxious person still was 
the sun-god, who could see nothing yet because 
of the curtains), the tr '^ began to assume its 
usual appearance at t.. ^^ hour. But soon both 
they and the priests became troubled, for the 
King and the court did not arrive, and the little 

people, seeing no King and court preceding them, 
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began to flock in with hesitation in their steps 
and uncertainty in their looks. Seldom, indeed — 
not once since Captain Betterton had known the 
temple — did the King neglect to appear at noon 
for the great ceremonial of the day ; yet he might 
be sick, or otherwise detained, and therefore when 
it was seen that a number of the nobles was 
present, the priests proceeded with the function. 
They chanted, and made their processions about 
the altars, and the curtains rolled aside and parted, 
and revealed the sun-god in his golden glory. 

At once Tom, seated on his platform, and 
Captain Betterton standing below, exchanged 
looks of wonder and anxiety. The King was 
absent and his court: was his absence due to his 
having discovered something of their design, 
or was it quite fortuitous ? 

The moment came when the sunlight, streaming 
through the hole in the double awning, struck 
the sun-god and illumined him with glory, and 
the multitude prostrated themselves, and the 
singing-men and singing-women set up their 
triumphal chant, and the chief priests mounted 
the steps of the middle altar to cut the throat 
of the sacrificial sheep. Then the keeper of the 
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sacred relics and of the great spear sprang upon the 
platform of the god, and passing behind his throne, 
released from its slings the great spear, and came 
and put it into the hand of the sun-god, and the 
sun-god seized it and rose and touched the end 
of the staff with his finger (in truth, he scratched 
a match), and then he stuck the spear-head in the 

dalfs or platform, and the staff blazed up like a 
torch. Then the temple echoed with a thrilling 
yell of triumph from the little people, and priests 
and nobles stared on the portent aghast At the 
same moment, Monsieur Gogny-Abd-el-Kader, 
the keeper of the serpents, appeared behind the 
keeper of the relics, and spoke in a low voice. 

" It is done ! " he said. " The labyrinth and 
the Place of Serpents, they burn ! But they 
burn ! " 

At the same instant there rang out shrilly in 
the native speech from a thousand oppressed 
throats, " Down with the tyrants of Kool-sim ! 
Shoot, ye little ones ! Pull to the elbow ! " 

And bows twanged, and yells of pain and terror 
arose. Nobles and priests both were transfixed 
with arrows. There could be no sacrilege, for 
the sun-god himself had given the signal, and the 
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little people had the wit to distinguish between 
the sun-god (or his incarnation), who was their 
saviour, and his priests, who were among their 
oppressors. And the white-clothed towns-people 
in front, who had no bows, fell with their knives 
upon those struck with the arrows of the kilted 
country-folk and finished them. The chief priest, 
who still stood astonished on the altar-steps, with 
his sacrificial knife uplifted, and the sacrificial 
sheep unslain, turned vindictively to seek another 
object for his weapon than the sheep. Poising it 
like a dart, he was about to cast it at the sun- 
god himself, when a revolver shot rang out, the 
knife fell rattling on the altar, the sheep bleated, 
and the priest flung up his arms and fell back 
dead. 

The sound — the " little thunder " — and its 
effect so amazed the little people for a moment, 
that they were struck silent and motionless, and 
hung hesitating an instant like a wave before it 
breaks, and then with renewed fury they swept 
down upon the remaining priests and nobles. 

" This is a small business ! " said Captain 
Betterton, who had fired the shot, to Tom. " We 
mustn't linger here ! We have more before us 
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than we bargained for, but we must go through 
with it, or perish ! The King is sure to have taken 
the alarm now, at least from the burning Maze, 
if from nothing else, and he will be strengthening 
himself in the palace. And the boys! What 
may have become of them ? " 

" Yes," assented Tom, " we must lead these poor 
savage little beggars out of this." 

" But you have no weapon I " said the Captain. 

" I have this," said Tom, grasping the great 
spear. " No, no," he added, refusing the revolver 
which the Captain pressed upon him. "Believe 
me, this will serve me best; I have an idea, and 
that will be better than any weapon." 

He plucked with both hands the great spear 
from the floor, and plunged its burning end into 
the jar of wine on the altar. Then dragging the 
extinguished spear in one hand, he descended to 
the floor, still clothed in his shining golden 
raiment. 

" To the palace, ye little ones ! " he cried in the 
native speech. " Your foes are there ! " 

Without hesitation, with evident joy and 
confidence, they turned as one man to leave the 
temple; for who would not follow without fear 
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a glorious god, who had descended from his golden 
throne to lead them to victory? 

Miss Malleson and Miss Tubbs followed on 
also. Tom wished them to stay behind for the 
present, but his sister declared that they would 
rather share what danger was forward than be 
left. Monsieur Gogny-Abd-el-Kader (who had 
already the whole arsenal of sacred relics from 
the box girt about his waist) snatched the priest's 
knife from the altar, and followed on also after 
Tom and the Captain. 

" A la mort ! " he cried, brandishing the knife ; 
and the little people looked on him with the 
respect due to the keeper of the serpents, and 
the owner of the music that hummed and buzzed 
like an insect 

Outside the little people had made short work 
of the negro guards of the lords who had come 
to the temple. They all lay dead and stripped, 
while their and their lords* horses were being held 
in waiting by the little people. Tom and his 
party mounted at once, and the rest of the horses 
were seized by the leaders of the little people who 
followed, riding like demons. 

They had barely mounted and started, how- 



278 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

ever, when there appeared riding into the vast 
open place before the temple a large body of black 
horsemen, as Tom and the Captain had expected. 
That was Tom's opportunity for carrying out his 
idea. Calling to the Captain to follow him, but to 
keep well behind, he galloped forward alone to 
meet them. The negroes, who were themselves 
sun-worshippers, seeing the large golden figure 
riding down upon them, could not believe but that 
it was a divine apparition ; and they drew rein 
and stopped dead, smitten with amazement and 
dread. Tom drew rein a few paces from their 
front, and raised his great spear towards them in 
threatening. 

" Come ye out thus in war, ye sons of black- 
ness," he cried, "against my people, these little 
ones? Behold, I, the sun-god, hav^e heard the 
cry of these little ones for deliverance from their 
oppressors — their oppressors and yours — even the 
accursed poison King and all his race ! This day 
shall they be utterly wiped off the face of this 
land ! But my strife is not with you ! Throw 
down your arms and submit to the will of 
the sun-god, and ye shall be spared every 
one." 
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** I defy the sun-god ! " roared a big black 
in the front, who seemed a Kaid of a company. 
"Yesterday he took from me my wife and 
family to feed his brood of serpents. I defy 
him, and I will even try my weapon against 
him ! " 

Quick as thought he made his horse bound 
forward, and at the same instant hurled his 
lance. But a report rang out (Captain Betterton 
had fired). He threw up his arms, his lance 
dropped short, and he fell over the back of his 
saddle, while his horse rode wildly away with 
him. 

" Poor beggar ! " murmured Tom. But he 
cried out again to the host, ** Lo, ye see the fate 
of him who defies the sun-god ! Down with 
your arms, and dismount, or such will be the 
fate of all ! " 

Swords and lances rattled on the ground, and 
with one consent the whole force dismounted 
and bowed themselves, — while the vast array of 
little ones set up a yell of triumph ; for the 
blacks were hated by them as the cruel agents 
of their oppressors. 

" Pass on into the temple," cried Tom to the 
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negroes, " and there await the issue. Forward, 
ye little ones, and bind them ! " 

With great good-will the crowd of little ones 
rushed forward, and enveloped the disarmed 
blacks, and bound them. And, while some urged 
them forward to confine them in the temple 
and to act as guards, others tried the weapons 
or mounted the horses. But the weapons were 
too heavy for the little ones to wield, and Tom 
ordered that they should be collected and a guard 
set over them, while the rest of the little people 
followed him to the palace. 

He rode forward, and the host of little ones 
followed with yells of joy and victory, presently 
extemporising a kind of chant in terms of praise 
of the sun-god : " The glorious one who shines ! 
The strong one who fights ! The pitiful one who 
delivers the poor and oppressed ! " 

As they hastened on to the palace, without 
further opposition, they met Abdallah running 
towards them, with his jelab girt up about his 
waist. He stopped Tom, and knelt and kissed 
his hand. 

" Forgive me, sidi," he cried, " for I have 
played the fool ! " 
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Tom urged him to rise and press forward 
with them, and explain his meaning. He told 
the story of the berry from the Throat of 
Deaths and how the King had taken alarm on 
seeing it, and would not go out, but had called 
his guards, about him, and had sent word to all 
his blacks to assemble. "Then," he said, "as 
soon as he saw the smoke and smelt the burn- 
ing from the temple" — and Abdallah turned and 
pointed back to the towering flames and the 
overhanging smoke which threw the great bulk 
of the temple out in relief — "he sent his army 
against you. But ye have overcome it, it is plain, 
praise be to Allah I And now, if ye will but 
give me a weapon as great as my spirit, I will 
fight and overcome the opposition at the palace 
— fight for you, sidi, and the master of the ad- 
venture ! " 

" Here is a weapon great enough," said 
Tom, passing him the great spear. " Thou art 
a man of strength. Fight with that, and Allah 
be with thee." 

" Truly it is a great weapon," said Abdallah. 
" It is, surely, the spear of Ithuriel ! But Allah 
has given me great strength ; I shall use 
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it" And he shook the spear in both 
hands. 

" But what of the boys ? " demanded Captain 
Betterton. 

Then Abdallah explained that the King had 
got his negro guards so quickly and so numerously 
about him that the Arabs "had been able to 
effect nothing ; they had only been able to keep 
the King and his party shut up, and to prevent 
more help from entering. 

" That's something," said Tom. 

'* Pray God," murmured the Captain, " the 
boys are safe I Your sister would never forgive 
herself, nor would I forgive myself, if anything 
happened to either of them." 

When they reached the palace they found 
that the Arabs had raised in the open gateway 
of the great square a breastwork of stones, be- 
hind which some fifty were entrenched. On 
seeing the approach of the Englishmen they 
raised their war shout for God and the Prophet — 
''Allah Akhbarl Allah-hut'' — and tore down 
their breastwork to admit them. Mallem Hamed 
met them, and explained the situation. The 
old soldier, usually so doubtful and downcast, 
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was now filled with the ardour of contest. He 
carried one of Captain Betterton's heavy-bore 
rifles, of which he did not understand the use 
and he began to discuss with Tom Malleson 
what was to be done with great gusto. 

The immediate strength of the garrison was 
the low tower with crenelated battlements, in 
which was the great gate opening upon the inner 
royal courts. That was held by a band of black 
soldiers, and Tom determined to try to work 
on them the same effect as he had achieved 
with the mass of the negro host. He advanced, 
and challenged the soldiers in and on the tower 
in the same manner as he had addressed the 
others, though he was doubtful of the result, 
since the King might have prepared them for 
such an attempt. And that proved to be the 
case. The Kaid of the company looked over 
the parapet. 

" We know thee ! " he said. " Thou art an 
impostor — a man and no god ! Away ! " 

" Then accept the ruin ye seek ! " answered 
Tom, and retired. 

" Now, what's to be done ? " said he to Captain 
Betterton. 
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" I don't care what's done," exclaimed the 
Captain impatiently. " Only let us get the boys 
out, and I would ride away with great pleasure, 
and leave these people to their own devices. 
The little people will be as badly off under one 
set of governors as under another. Let us leave 
them alone." 

" What ! After having encouraged and led 
them up to this point ? " exclaimed Tom. " I 
wonder to hear you, Betterton I But I know 
you say it only because you are worried on the 
boys' account, and you see my sister is worried. 
But isn't it plain that we can't get the boys out 
without doing a great deal more ? " 

" It is, it is," answered the Captain. " Let 
us go on, then." 

But then Miss Malleson insisted on being 
heard. She wildly proposed that she and Miss 
Tubbs, or she herself alone, should pass in to 
the King's presence and say that if he delivered 
up the boys they would go quietly away, and 
she believed that the King would do neither her 
nor them any harm. But both her brother and 
the Captain shook their heads over her proposal, 
and she was dissuaded. 
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"We lose time," said Tom, stripping himself 
of his golden garment, and so divesting himself 
for ever of the god. 

And then Captain Betterton, and Tom, and his 
sister agreed upon first making the offer to the 
King of life for himself and his household if 
the boys were delivered up safe and sound. That 
message was conveyed by Mallem Hamed to the 
Captain of the Gate, and he passed it into 
the palace. 

"Meantime," said Captain Betterton, "we may 
as well get ready for the assault we shall most 
likely have to make." 

Abundance of ropes of palmetto-fibre were found 
in a shed in the great square, and while a number 
of the little people were set to make oakum of 
some of these, others were sent running to the 
margin of the lake to bring lumps of pitch, and 
a fire was prepared for a great pot. From Mallem 
Hamed's house, moreover, which was in that outer 
.courtyard, the Captain got his firearms, giving to 
Tom Malleson one of his double-barrelled breech- 
loaders and the other to Monsieur Gogny, while he 
reserved for himself the gun which Mallem Hamed 
had carried. 
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The King's reply was delivered. He was sur- 
prised at the insolence of slaves and strangers 
making him such an offer, but he would make them 
an offer. Let them surrender at once at discretion, 
and trust themselves to his royal clemency. 

" I daresay ! " said Captain Betterton. " Now 
we must let them have it." 

In a little while a potful of pitch was melting 
on the great fire, and a new kind of Greek-fire 
was prepared. A company of the little people 
was set to watch the battlements of the tower, 
and were commanded to shoot at every head that 
appeared above it, while another company dipped 
teased-out rope-ends attached to stones into the 
pot of hot pitch, and setting the pitchy ends on 
fire ran with them towards the tower and fliung 
them over the battlements. The negroes, who 
held the tower with manful obstinacy, shot their 
arrows and flung their lances at the throwers of 
the burning pitch, but the ceaseless arrows of the 
archers among the little people beat them down, 
and when they were beaten down the stench and 
the burning of the accumulated pitch and tow 
drove them down from the upper part of the tower. 
Then Monsieur Gogny— ^who had, doubtless, in 
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his time played "the strong man" — ran to the 
tower, which was about twenty feet high, and 
put himself against it in position to permit another 
man to mount to his shoulders. 

''Houp'ldr' he called. 

Abdallah, if he did not know the call, understood 
the situation, and running nimbly got on Monsieur 
Gogny's back, and to his shoulders, and stood 
there. Then he called for his great spear. It was 
brought him, and, standing erect, and holding it 
above him against the tower, it reached the battle- 
ments. Then Tom Malleson saw what further 
was needed, and directed the little men, who were 
lithe and nimble as monkeys, to climb up this 
prepared ladder to the battlements of the tower. 
They clambered up with agility and speed one 
after another, from Monsieur Gogny's to Abdal- 
lah's shoulder, and thence up the staff of the 
great spear, and so to the battlements. But the 
platform within the battlements was, it seemed, 
seething with the burning tow and pitch which 
had been thrown. It burned the bare feet of the 
little men, and the flames set light to their kilts 
of grass or leaves, and they came flying back to 
the ground like birds, screeching and girt with 
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flame. They had, however, the sense to tear off 
their kilts, and then they w.ere safe, though terribly 
scorched. That mode of storming the fiery battle- 
ments had failed. 

But Abdallah quickly leaped to the ground, 
and seeing a man carrying a jar of water to 
give some thirsty people drink, he demanded 
that the water should be thrown over him. 

" Suffer it, sidis," said he to Captain Betterton 
and Tom, "that I may redeem my foolish and 
deadly error." 

The water was poured over him. A horse was 
led up to the wall and held in Monsieur Gogny's 
place. Monsieur Gogny mounted and stood on 
the saddle, a lithe Arab mounted to Monsieur 
Gogny's shoulders, and the dripping Abdallah to 
the shoulders of the lithe Arab. Abdallah just 
managed to grip the battlements and haul himself 
up, and quickly his great spear was handed up 
to him, and, using the blade as a shovel and hoe 
combined, he swept the fire to one side of the 
platform. The black soldiers, however, had been 
watching him, and when the platform was clear 
of fire they made at him up the narrow stairway. 
That could be easily heard below, and Abdallah's 
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loud '^ Allak'ku!" as he thrust them down with 
his great shovel-headed spear. 

The little people were encouraged to swarm up 
to the battlements again, and that they did with 
such incredible swiftness that it seemed, indeed, 
as if apes were passing up the living ladder, and 
not men. They passed up till the platform was 
crowded, but they could not advance. Abdallah 
held the top of the stairs, but no more. 

"This won't do!" cried Tom Malleson. 

"We must get through that gate!" exclaimed 
Captain Betterton. "Abdallah can't get down 
to open it. We must burst it in." 

But the gate was very solid, if old ; and though 
Captain Betterton blew the lock to pieces with his 
rifle it did not yield an inch. It was clearly well 
bolted and barred. 

" Bring me that stone," said Tom Malleson, 
pointing to a block of marble detached from the 
broken rim of the central fountain. 

Two Arabs went to bring it, but they could 

not lift it. Tom, with a laugh, went himself, and 

raising it easily in his arms, carried it and flung 

it crashing against the gate. The gate cracked, 

but did not yield. The two explosive noises, 
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vever, seemed to have alarmed the soldiers 

hin, or perhaps Abdallah, with his spear, was 

\V\ Y* many for them. At any rate, it was plain they 

^t have yielded the stairs and withdrawn from 

jate ; for, after a loud " AUah-hu I " from 

p. , - ,, 'Uah, the crowd of little men disappeared from 

^\^'atforra of the tower, and a second or two 

:er the bolts and bars of the gate were 

m, and the gate was opened. 

first sight that met the eyes of those out- 

^ Abdallah, with his wet garments stained 

-v- ■V ood, plying a huge black with his spear. 

-/lu ! " cried Abdallah. " On, or they 

and hold the next gale ! " 

.nd Captain Betterton rushed forward 

Seeing them come, the black engaged 

— =— -?*.^^'Vh turned to race after his comrades, 

,Uah, with both hands, drove the spear 

1 between the shouldera He lingered 

r his great weapon, and Tom and the 

ed across the courtyard after the flying 

.a^ ^^ they might reach the gate before 

^^■'"■";^ ^old close it, and all the Arabs came 

i after them the little people. Tom 

md sped ahead of 
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him. He reached the gate just as the last of the 
blacks entered, and were about to slam it to. 

But Tom, who carried the rifle Betterton had given 
him, stuck it across him as the gate was closing, 
and forced himself into the open space, so that 
the muzzle of his rifle was against the gate and the 
butt against the wall. The negroes within thrust 
at him with their lances. He caught and gripped 
one with each hand, still breasting his rifle and 
keeping it in its place. It was but the work of 
a second or two, but his situation was critical. 

" Come on, Betterton ! " he cried, as Betterton 
dashed up, revolver and sword in hand. 

Betterton, with rapid shots, settled both owners 
of the lances grasped by Tom, and the demoralis- 
ing effect was so great of these shots and of the 
arrival of Monsieur Gogny, Abdallah, and the 
Arabs, who hammered and pushed with their 
shoulders at the gate, that the negroes aban- 
doned their last hope and fled. The gate swung 
open, and the palace was taken. The rest was 
but slaughter, and devastation, and burning, which 
it was impossible for either Tom or Captain 
Betterton to oversee or to control. The Arabs 
went first, shouting, " Allah-hu I Allah-ir -Allah I " 
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and the little people swarmed after them, with 
wild yells and wilder laughter. 

" This is a pretty business ! '* Tom and Captain 
Betterton seemed to say, as they looked each 
in the face of the other and wiped the streaming 
perspiration from their faces. 

" Let us find the boys and get out of this," 
said Captain Betterton. " I hope to heaven they 
are safe ! " 

They started forward again, and were crossing 
another court— swarming, as all were, with the 
little people — when they were hailed from some- 
where. 

" Hi, Captain Betterton ! " 

" That's Walter's voice ! " said the Captain ; and 
looking round and down and up, he descried two 
heads peering over the edge of a flat roof. 

" What are you doing up there ? " demanded 
the Captain. 

" Waiting for you to come,*' answered Walter. 

" Are you all right ? " 

" Spiffing ! " answered Walter. 

" Thank God ! " exclaimed the Captain. 

" I stole the King's poisoned arrows," said Will 
"And then we got up here and lay low, and 
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nobody knew where we were. I say, how shall 
we get down?" 

For answer Tom Malleson roared to the little 
people to bring all the cushions they could find. 
Cushions were brought to the number of several 
hundred, so that the boys might risk a high leap 
without any danger. 

" What shall 1 do with these poison things ? " 
asked Will. 

"Throw them down," said his Uncle Tom. 

He threw them down, and quickly both boys 
followed them. They rose to their feet and came 
forward. Tom gave a hand to each, and looked 
in their faces. That was Walter's last chance of 
saying "Mr. Malleson, I presume? "-and he missed 
it. He said not a word, but blushed with pleasure 
under his hero's eye. 

" IVe heard all about you," said Tom ; "but we 
haven't time to* talk now." 



CHAPTER XX 

A LAST STRANGE EXPERIENCE 

THE delay caused by the discovery of the 
boys and their rescue had left Tom and 
the Captain far behind the front of the fight 
They sent the boys to Miss Malleson and Miss 
Tubbs, who waited still in the outer square, and 
then they pushed on through the palace. Every- 
where they saw signs of slaughter and of wanton 
destruction, which Tom admitted he and no other 
had let loose. 

" I couldn't help it," he declared to Betterton. 
" They were an offence to God and man. You 
don't know all about them," meaning the King 
and his nobles, 

" I know quite enough," said the Captain. 

Here and there they saw dead — transfixed with 
arrows, thrust through with lances, or cut down 
with swords — members of the horrible little Kool-- 

sim aristocracy, and here and there members of 
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the negro guard, and here and there, as they passed 
on, bound negroes who had been given quarter. 
The vengeful little folk, it was plain, would give 
no quarter to the detested enemies of their race, 
the loathsome and detestable poison-people. 

And still as they advanced they overtook signs 
and sounds of the contest. At length they came 
out upon the terrace or esplanade that overlooked 
the lake. They appeared just in the nick of time 
to see the end. The Arabs were behind and the 
little people before, and in front of all were the 
King and his household, shivering, snarling, and 
cowering. The Arabs would not be first there, 
for they feared the little poison darts which the 
little people heeded not at all. When Tom 
Malleson and Captain Betterton appeared, a crowd 
of the little people, armed now as much with negro 
lances as with their own bows, had swept the 
loathsome King and his people to the low wall 
that separated from the lake. 

" Leap or die ! " yelled the little people. " Kool- 
Sim ! " 

And, driven and tortured by the crowding 
weapons, the King and his household leaped — and 
there was an end of them. 
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" And their horrible little weapons had better 
go with them," said Tom. " Don't you think so, 
Betterton ? " 

Betterton assented, and Tom flung the little 
quiver of poisoned arrows which Will had stolen 

from the King far out into the lake. 

• ••••• 

An hour or two later the English party sat in 
the house of Mallem Hamed, refreshed with food 
and drink. They were reunited, and Tom 
Malleson, whom they had come to seek, was with 
them. There was no reason, therefore, why they 
should not at once return whence they had come, 
the rather that all of them were sick of Kool-sim^ 
and all they had known and seen there. The little 
people — poor little wretches ! — had sent an 
embassy to Tom Malleson, asking that he, "the 
handsome golden one — the incarnation of the 
sun-god — beauty and strength,*' would be their 
King, now that their old oppressors were all dead 
and gone by his aid, and Tom' had declined the 
honour, and ordered Mallem Hamed (the old 
Arab had^ after all, elected to remain where he 
had dwelt so many years) to prepare beasts for 
the whole party, and the mules and the furniture, 
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^ and provisions for two days, that he and his 
friends might set out and return to their own 
land by the way they had discovered. 

They all went out to mount their horses and 
to ride away (it was late in the afternoon), when 
they found a great concourse of people in the vast 
square waiting to receive them. The great con- 
course at once fell on their knees, and their head 
men (in front of whom stood the Arabs) then 
came forward and spoke. 

"Leave us not alone, O emanation from the 
sun ! Leave us not to ourselves ! Since thou 
wilt not dwell with us, appoint us a King ! " 

And Tom, knowing not what to say, demanded, 
" Whom will ye have ? " 

At once came the answer, " Him who plays the 
little instrument of charming music, and who wq^irs 
the sacred relics about his middle ! " 

And Monsieur Gogny-Abd-el-Kader, when it 
was explained to him that he was requested to 
be King of the little people, exclaimed earnestly, 
^^ Jamais de la vie!*^ and thrust himself into 
instant obscurity. 

Then Tom Malleson, having so onerous and 
disagreeable a task forced upon him, looked round, 
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settled on Abdallah, the son of the 
He called Abdallah forward, and said, 
King ! He is strong, he is brave, 
ore wisdom than necessary folly to 
it. Take him, and make him your 
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into your state, and, however humble to begin with, 
they will arise again, with as much destructive 
power as ever. It is the way of all their kind. 
Therefore spare them not, wherever thou findest 
them. And so the blessing of Allah be with 
thee ! " 

And all the little people, and the Arabs also, 
cried aloud, and acclaimed Abdallah their King, 
and declared that the words of the emanation of 
the sun should be written in letters of gold. 

** Said not my old father well ? " exclaimed 
Abdallah, taking Captain Betterton's hand. " For 
lo ! having followed the father of moustachios, the 
master of the adventure, I have found a king- 
dom ! " 

" May thy kingdom satisfy thy hopes of great- 
ness, O son of rashness ! " said Betterton, with a 
smile. 

After that, the party being in haste set forward 
to pass that night through the tunnel which the 
boys had discovered ; for in the tunnel of the 
underground river day and night were of 
course the same. Some of the Arabs and many 
of the little people accompanied them to the great 
tunnel-mouth of the ancient, disused mine on the 
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mountain, carrying sticks smeared with pitch to 
make torches of. And as the loneliness of night 
drew down the mountain-sides, and the cool 
night-breeze began to stir, the little people 
started and trembled and glanced about them 
— so great still was their fear of the horrible 
oppressors whom they had vanquished and slain. 
The breeze fluttered about them and rustled 
in the tree-tops like running water, and they 
thought they heard the rushing of an invisible 
airy host or the hissing of ten thousand serpents, 
either of which portents they believed prophesied 
war and vengeance. 

" It is only the night-wind talking in the trees," 
said the Englishmen. 

The little people laughed, but nevertheless they 
trembled at the next unhomely sound. 

Within the mouth of the mine both Arabs and 
little people uttered an affecting farewell, for the 
night was fast coming on ; so each party went 
its several way — the English party on into the 
mine to find the channel of the underground 
river, and the Arabs and little people back to 
their own place. 

When the English party had gone some little 
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way into the old mine they found it necessary to 
light their torches ; and as they still went on a 
strange and unexpected thing happened to them. 
They had come to the sound of the stream, and 
had seen the wild flare of their torches reflected 
in the water before them, when through the 
babble of the water there came to their ears a 
whizzing sound followed by a sputtering and 
frizzling of the flames of the torches, such as 
when a moth flies into a candle-flame. As they 
went on these sounds increased, and they saw, as 
it were, feathers flying in the light of the torches. 
One of the feathers alighted and stuck on Captain 
Betterton's sleeve. He took it and examined it, 
and uttered an exclamation of dismay. 
" Surely," he said, " the poisoned arrows ! " 
The boys, who had seen these little weapons 
oftenest, looked, and declared they were. Then, 
peering closely into the darkness down-stream, 
they descried vague whitish forms crouched 
between the brink of the river and the wall 
of rock, and shining eyes fixed upon them. 

" If they are living creatures they can feel a 
revolver bullet!" said Tom. He and Captain 
Betterton fired. 



302 The Tyrants of Kool-Sim 

There was a shrill yell of pain, which echoed 
and re-echoed in the cavern, and made the ladies 
shiver, and an immediate scuttling and splashing, 
and flitting away of dim little figures. 

"They must have come up here from the 
lake," said the Captain, uttering the horrible fear 
in the minds of all. " We can't go along that 
dark tunnel, splashing in the water, and with 
lights, too, while they hang on our rear and pick 
us off with their poisoned arrows. Not one of 
us would ever see daylight again ! " 

** I know what well do," exclaimed Tom 
Malleson, whose devices were usually out of the 
beaten way of warfare. "Did you ever drown 
rats out of a drain when you were a boy? 
Well, I have." 

At once they set to work. A high rampart 
was formed acros^ the stream and back into 
the mine by the horses and mules in line. They 
were protected by the baggage and by all 
superfluous clothing from the little arrows that 
might be shot by the lurking foe. Over this 
rampart leaned Captain Betterton with a fully 
loaded revolver in each hand. He was the best 
shot, and to him was entrusted the duty of pro- 
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tecting the working party, and of keeping alight 
the torches which were stuck in the walls. 

How can I describe properly their proceeding? 
They had brought a tent with them from the 
city ; the tent and the tent-pole were to be 
sacrificed. The tent-cloth was wound as well 
as possible about the pole, laid across the stream 
at a certain point, and sunk. Upon the loose 
edge which floated down with the current was 
built across the stream a dam of boulders and 
loose stones collected from the rubbish of the 
^mine by the boys and the ladies, and built up 
by Tom Malleson and Monsieur Gogny, a large 
opening being carefully left in the midst at the 
bottom as a relief sluice. As the wall rose the 
cloth was unwound a little from the pole and 
the pole raised, so that the pressure of the water 
should be taken off the precarious wall. And 
still as the wall rose the pressure of the water 
on the cloth and the pole became so great that 
Tom and Monsieur Gogny had to hold the pole 
at either end and push with all their might 
against the stream, while the boys and the 
women completed the work of building. And 
all the while a slow, dropping fire of little arrows 
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continued, and Captain Betterton fired a revolver 
shot whenever he saw the gleam of an eye or 
a vague form. 

At length the wall was reckoned high enough 
— and it was about as high as they could make 
it — about the height of a man. Then a great 
stone, which had been chosen and kept for the 
purpose, was rolled by the boys and the women 
into the midst of the almost empty channel — 
rolled to close the sluice-hole — and the water 
rose speedily and pushed hard against the wall. 

" Now ! " roared Tom. 

The horses and mules were hastily led back to 
the bank — well up, out of the rush of the banked^ 
back stream — Tom and Monsieur Gogny, one at 
either end of the pole, pulled then in the same 
direction as the stream pushed, and in an instant 
the embankment was overthrown, and the re- 
strained mass of water rushed furiously down, 
washing the tunnel from wall to wall, and rising 
to within a foot or two of the roof There was a 
wild shriek or two, drowned by the noise of the 
torrent, and then all was still and the stream 
assumed its usual volume. 

With all haste they prepared to set forward 



A Last Strange Experience 305 

on their tunnel journey. They were just on the 
point of mounting again, when Miss Tubbs called 
out in a voice of horror — 

"Good gracious! Oh, what's that? Is it an 
eel ? " 

It was a serpent wriggling in the water, and 
on observing closer another was seen, and still 
another. 

" Oh, for Heaven's sake ! " exclaimed Miss 
Malleson, "let us get out of this terrible 
place ! " 

They did hasten on, the Captain and Tom 
Malleson riding last, as rear guard, in case their 
little enemies had not been completely swept 
back by the flood to the salt lake. As they 
passed a deep cavern on the right they heard a 
subdued hissing, like the singing of a thousand 
kettles. Peering in, they saw that it must have 
been flooded by their banking up the stream, 
and that a vast swarm of serpents had been 
disturbed. 

Could they have escaped from the horrible nest 
in the centre of the burnt Maze ? 

" Push on, as hard as you can ! — as hard as 

you can ! " cried the Captain. 

20 
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They did urge their beasts on to such purpose 
— splashing and stumbling — that by the end of 
an hour they saw an irregular disk of daylight 
ahead of them, the upper opening of the tunnel. 

" Thank God ! " exclaimed Miss Malleson and 
her companion in a breath. 

" Well, now, I hope Kool-sim is done with ! " 
exclaimed Tom. " I am beginning to think 
that people shouldn't meddle much even to set 
other people right." 

" It's either very early or very late to think 
that, Malleson," laughed the Captain dryly. 

" Oh, I know what you mean," said Tom. 
"You're thinking that after all we may have 
only managed to drive the two poison pests of 
Kool-sim underground." 

" Something like that," answered Betterton. 

" But why," demanded Will, " didn't you keep 
the little arrows I gave you, Uncle Tom, and 
send them to the British Museum ? " 

" Because, my boy," answered Tom, " nobody 
now believes in things that come from Africa." 

They camped that night under the stars in 
a fresh and pleasant spot, and next day they 
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put a good many miles between them and Kool- 
sim. They rode steadily on day by day, resting 
at noon ; they talked and they shot, and they 
saw scarcely a human being; and in a fortnight 
they again crossed the French frontier. They 
visited the wise fakee, and related to him the 
fortune of his son ; and then they went on to 
the house of Lightfoot, the English colonist, 
who received them with the most generous 
welcome, and listened with wonder, and some 
incredulity, to their story. 

At Oran, whither they proceeded by train, 
Tom Malleson astonished and disappointed them 
by saying he must go "home." 

" But we are going home ! " exclaimed his 
sister and the rest. 

" You forget," answered Tom, " my home is 
in Teluet ; I have a wife and children there. I 
find, too, from what I see here, that the ways of 
civilisation are not for me. I am more at home 
now in a wild country, and among simple, half- 
barbarous people. I see no fun in civilisa- 
tion." 

He persisted in his purpose — and they parted, 
he arranging to return towards Teluet with a 
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new French expedition that was being got ready, 
and they taking the steamer to Marseilles. 

It will surprise nobody that Captain Betterton 
and Miss Malleson, on their return to London, 
were married, much to the disappointment of 
Walter Firebrace, though he had long seen the 
marriage was coming. The boys were, of course, 
forgiven for their escapade, and became great 
heroes at school. They may travel again when 
they grow up, but I think they will never again 
visit the land of Kool-sim, 



THE END. 



Printed by Hazell, Watson, & Viney, Ld., London and Aylesbury. 



MESSRS. HENRY'S SIX-SHILLINQ SERIES. 



UNIFORM WITH THIS VOLUME: 

THE GODS, SOME MORTALS, AND 
LORD WICKENHAM. 

By JOHN OLIVER HOBBES, 
Author of " Some Emotions and a Moral," etc. 

'• This monstrously clever book. . . . John Oliver Hobbes examines lite 
under a lens. . . . She says things with a freshness and sometimes a 
distinction which are positively enchanting, and in the present almost 
universal neglect of literary^ form she deserves the highest credit for not 
disdaining style. To her numerous admirers the statement that this new 
book of hers is the best will be in itself sufficient recommendation." — 
Mr. GossE, in the St. James's Gazette. 



BOCONNOC. 

B Stori2 ot Mild ^at Cake. 

By HERBERT VIVIAN, 

Co-author of " The Green Bay Tree," and sometime Editor 

of the " Whirlwind." 



SUSANNAH 

By MARY E. MANN, 
Author of " In Summer Shade." 



A QUESTION OF INSTINCT, 

9ln 9lnal)?ttca{ %)tutip. 
By MORLEY ROBERTS. 



MY FIRST VOYAGE, MY FIRST LIE. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET and R. H. SHERARD. 

An original English Novel by the great 
French Writer. 

[In preparation. 



CHRISTMAS BOOKS FOR BOTS AND GIRLS. 



A BOOK FOR BOYS. 

THE TYRANTS OF KOOL-SIM, 

By J. McLaren cobban. 

With Illustrations by J. Brewster Fisher. 
Large Crown 8vo, $s. 



A BOOK FOR GIRLS, 

"THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE." 

By MARY E. MANN. 

With Illustrations by Bertha Mann. 

Large crown ^vo^ ^s. 



A BOOK FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 

STORIES FROM THE BIBLE. 

By EVELYN T. FARRAR. 

With a Chapter on the unspeakable value of Early Lessons in 

Scripture by her father, the Very Rev. Dean Farrar, D.D., and 

12 Coloured Illustrations by Reginald Hallward. 

Croivn ^tOf $s. 



A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES FOR YOUNG 

AND OLD, 

THE OFFSPRING OF ADOLPHUS. 

By MAX BEERBOHM. 

With Coloured Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 4/0, 55. 



"There need be no hesitation in pronouncing this work of 
Muther's the most authoritative that exists on the subject, 
the most complete, the best informed of all the general 
histories of Modem Art." — Times, 



THREE VOLUMES, IMPERIAL 8vo. 

Tbe History of Modem Painting. 

By RICHARD MUTHER, 
Professor of Art History at the University of Breslau. 

2304 Pages, and 1300 Illustrations. 
VOL. I. NOW READY, i8j. NET. 



" Of general histories of Art . . . this book, so far as the first volume 
carries it, appears one of the best. The translation, executed by Mr. 
Ernest Dowson, Mr. Greene, and Mr. Hillier, is, of course, of very 
different quality from the work of hack translators. . . . The author of the 
volume before us has to be thanked for the tolerance and comprehensive- 
ness of his spirit, the thoroughness and learning of his long labour. And, 
more than this, he is not a mere dry-as-dust and academic student. He is 
a writer, with something of a writer's charm." — Standard, 

" It is well that we should have a translation of Professor Muther's 
' History of Modern Painting,' if only because it is the sole book in exist- 
ence which professes to take anything like a historical survey of European 
Art during the last hundred years." — fVesiminsitr Gaeetie. 

" Although the bibliography which Professor Muther has appended to 
this first volume of his history includes several hundred distinct works, 
there is not one of them which can be said to survey the whole field of 
modern painting with any approach to his thoroughness and complete- 
ness." — Speaker. 

** A comprehensive and learned review of the history of painting during: 
the century that is closing. . . . The book . . . will be one of substantial 
value, both as a work of reference and as a large and clearly outlined 
review of the century's Art. . . . Professor Muther has approached his 
subject not in that narrow technical manner that too often enthrals the 
expert and sterilises his knowledge, but in the largest and best spirit ot 
the philosophic student." — Scotsman. 



THE PAGEANT. 

R C^vi^imsiii Book. 



Art Editor 
Literary Editor . 



C. Hazelwood Shannon. 
J. W. Gleeson White. 



ART: Reproductions after— 



Botticelli. 

rossetti. 

Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 

G. F. Watts. 

Sir John Millais. 

J. McNeill Whistler. 



C. Ricketts. 
C. H. Shannon. 
Reginald Savage. 
Will Rothenstein. 
Charles Conder. 
Lawrence Housman. 



LITERATURE : Contributions by— 



Theodore Watts. 
W. E. Henley. 
F. York Powell. 
Lionel Johnson. 
Michael Field. 
Maurice Maetp:rlinck. 
Max Beerbohm. 
Frederick Wedmore. 
R. B. Cunningham 
Graham. 



Dr. Richard Garnett.i 

John Gray. 

Margaret L. Woods. 

W. B. Yeats. 

T. Sturge Moore. 

W. D. Scull. 

A. W. Pollard. 

Percy Addleshaw. 

J. W. Gleeson White. 



*1K 



• ^ *.' r 



mwmm 

3 bios OSS OSb 113 



CECIL H. GREEN LIBRARY 
STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES 
STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305-601 

(650) 723-1493 
grncirc@sulmail.stanford.edu 

All books are subject to recal 



DATE DUE 




